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In Memoriam 

Amelia Woodward Tmesdell, without being by pro- 
fesaion a poet, was yet so stirred by an imaginative Bease 
of the experiences that during a bnsy life came to her 
no otherwise than they come to moat of as, that she 
naturally spoke of them in the heightened rhythms that 
are poetry. She was vitally enough endowed to see the 
things that happened to her in their general, htiman 
significance; an unusually busy and practical concern 
with material affairs never darkened that vision. 

And when in the course of those happenings there 
came to her sneh bereavements as come upon countless 
millions of wives and mothers, this power of seeing the 
general and the human in her own particular experi- 
ence was at once a keener pain and a vicarious comfort; 
for that sight, or insight, became tJius a Vision. 

Those who have suffered will know the Visiona in 
this book when they come upon them among the poems 
called Songs by the Way. 

When, moreover, in the course of her life she also 
had to make those readjustments between the outworn 
faiths of one's parents and one's own youth on the one 
hand, and the new ideas, on the other, of one's maturity, 
which all thinking people must make in every age, she 
made them so vitally and conceived them so strongly 
that in them, too, she saw a general human meaning. 
Again she was stirred by an imaginative sense of not 
uncommon problems; and that, too, was poetry, — 
Sub&iydt of the Soul, to use her own words. 

Then there were the little pleasures of life, and the 
romantic places visited, and the friendships made, and 
the lost causes espoused. These, also, were viewed with 
that insight that had become habitual. Thus every- 
thing, with her, tended to transformation. 
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The poems called Francisco Reina were written not 
for an antholt^y, bat to comfort and cheer an army of 
men and women, she one of them, who had been made 
homeless by the unparalleled disaster that prostrated 
San Francisco in April of 1906. In a practical, homan- 
itarian way, especially in connection with the Ked OosB 
Society, Mrs. Traesdell was so intimately engaged at 
that time that she had no leisure to polish verses npon 
the disaster. That was her way in a great and un- 
common calamity. The songs ^e did sing then, for 
she could not help singing, canie hurried and breath- 
less, — cheering many in the midst of the awful dost 
and ruins of a great city. The songs were never 
changed or overmuch corrected. But those who were 
there will tnm here to Franoiaca Reina, and they will 
remember. 

And, last to speah of, but a constant merriment in 
her life, was the ceaseless chattering of what she called 
her Imps. And, of course, Imps of Verse they were, — 
humorous asides, caricatures and topsy-turvies, incon- 
sequential interruptions by the laughable and grotesque 
in the midst of the serious and even sublime. Many 
of them, indeed, scribbled themselves in the middle of the 
Songs and RnbAiyat, with glee, she said, at their power 
to distort the beautiful and put the sublime to the 
ridiculous. She called them Franks of the Jongleur; 
they are at the end of the booh. 



Amelia Woodward Troesdell was born at Lowell, 
Massachusetts, October 20, 1839. She graduated from 
Mt. Holyoke College, July 27, 1858. In 1864 she came 
to San Francisco, and was married to Orrau P. Truesdell, 
of whom she was bereaved in the year 1869. In 1878 
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she lost her first son. Ten years later she waa left alone 
by the death of her other son. 

With oniisaal courage and initiatiTe she then turned 
to many things, and by sheer force of will created for 
herself interests and responsibilities. As a business 
manager, a member of clubs, an occasional lecturer and 
writer, she was always at once vital and very kind, 
liest the march of knowledge should find her a straggler, 
she had the ambition and bravery (for such it is) to 
enroll herself at a somewhat advanced age as a student 
in a university. She received a degree; but she prob- 
ably gave more than she received, for tiie way she bore 
her years was always an inspiration to younger gener- 
ations. Toong people loved her, and admired her eager- 
ness to learn, — perhaps marvelled at such a great desire. 

She died in November, 1912. 

• *•«■«■• 

The present editor and friend was asked by Mrs. 
Tmesdell to place together those of her poems, pub- 
lished and unpublished, that to her bad seemed nearest 
worthy of preservation. And where she herself had 
not made full selection, he was asked to use his own 
judgment. This he has done, — ^how well he cannot say, 
for the loss of a most dear friend has been in his heart, 
and when he reads t^ese poems he hears her speaking ; 
he only knows the tones he loved best and thought 
sweetest. 

These, at any rate, are most of the songs she made, 
from the beginning to the end of her loves and sorrows, — 
"AU the Way." 

B. K. 
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The Soul's Rubaiyat 



["The SauTt Rutwyat": 

A. M. Roftenwn, San Frandtco 

19m 
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Pars, awake! The humming-bird's a-wing; 

Still thrills the nightingale's sweet welcoming. 

Lo, from the hills — the Spring, her hair snow-splashedl 

Rose gardens burst to wildest blossoming. 

But night owU hoot around Persepolis; 
Where jeweled feet have trod, the serpents hiss; 
To these dead halls there comes no Springtime bliss: 
My time-old search for truth is but as this. 

This quest sung he who took the Vine to Spouse; 
Nay Pars, why from thy thousand dreams arouse f 
If dark thine ancient doors, where dwells the Kgktf 
In Omar's harp, why wake despair's carouse t 
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The Soul*s Rubaiyat 

Past I 
I 
Of him who walked a thousand years ago 
In Persian vales, and studied human woe 
And the great Ruler's scheme to man, I read 
And wondered if aught more to-day we know; 

Aught more, life's puzzle-riddle solve than he; 
The Whence, the Why, the Whither, and To-Be. 
We still are groping for the Great Eeply ; 
Through veils and forms, God, we search for Thee. 

U 

He taught beneath the rose-trees of Iran, 
This poet, seer, philosopher ; this man 
Who spared not all his learning's treasure trove. 
But vain his wisdom of the star-writ plan I 

Still would the moltitade, like driven swine, 
On superstition feed, and call it wine 
Of life, though hitter with the creeds of men ; 
For sleek Tradition cried, "A draught divine!" 

m 

Tradition! Serpent-bom at Eden's gate, 
Still deifying fetish, faith, and fate; 
On altars strange, his false lights homing yet, 
Still blind men's eyes unto their high estate. 

Tradition I Eeeper of the deadly keys 
Where souls are locked in darkness, fed on lees 
Of legends steeped in dreams, dank cloister weeds : 
O God, how could 'st Thou look and suffer these T 
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IV 

From wading in the muck of daily care, 
From 'midst Uie ashes of dead hopes' despair, 
Our souls still wait, with long endurance dall, 
And lifting helpless hands cry, "Master, where!" 

"A score of centuries since Jesua died. 
And Sin our daily comrade stillT" we cried. 
His life ! And could it be in vain I Then weep, 
Weep on, thou mother of the Crucified ! 

V 

I loved the high Ideal I called the Lord ; 
I worshiped at that shrine with heart's accord. 
Athwart the altar trailed a serpent Donbt, 
And left envenomed there the name of God, 

With the Almighty would you make a trade. 
As with a huckster by the road-side paidt 
So much salvation for so much shed blood, 
And thofl your own just penalty evade! 

-:'■■• ii 

The soul revolts at such a sacrifice, 
Such banal temporizing with a vice ; 
The sweetest life the world has ever known 
Is lost to earth for me — ^unwortfa the price f 

Who then shall weigh the thing we call a sin f 
For ages Ood mayhap to man has been 
More lenient than His sons. He knows so well 
How weak He made him from without, — ^within. 
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VI 

All conseeration knows the scourge: the scorn 
Of words which cuts the heart as did the thorn 
The Master 'b brow ; and through a dolorous way 
It monnta its calvary of oroeses borne. 

Vicarious ever is earth 's pain ; that pain, 
The life-sweat of one body's loss or gain. 
None stands alone. Each hapless child of sin 
Is linked to me. See that 'tis not in vain. 

vn 

From Ark of the old faith my soul went out. 
Philosophy she skimmed, that sea of doubt, — 
But eddying circle in a darkening whirl. 
Maelstrom of words I It was a sorry bout. 

Where ancient Nilus and the Indus taught ; 
Confucius with his measnrcd wisdom wrought, — 
No foot-stay there, no olive-hranch I found ; 
But wreckage of a Sood of surging thought. 

Through mosque and Buddhist temple, silence-shod. 

To fires of old Ir^ and budding rod 

Of Aaron, back the devious way I trod ; 

And lol I found me many a Sphinx-like god. 

Bat all their lips in silence were and scorn, 

At my poor search through shrines where ages gone 

Had left their maaual of a bootless quest : 

For them, no star of some new failii unborn ! 
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Altars and tombs showed man in tragic fray 
Of creeds, bat still the alave of yesterday ; 
His dread of change, slow death unto the faiths. 
Better a red-robed charlatan at play ! 

VIII 
And still the Potter's wheel is turned by Fate: 
He tosses out our shards of love and hate 
As whirls the day about. We wonder why 
We hold such scraps and shreds for our estate. 

Sbarp-edg^ tools within an infant's hand ! 
These passions which we did not understand 
Surprised us by their mastery. Then who 
Had right for us, such dangers to command f 

Did Cain, that life was saered comprehend T 
Then why distraught when he, without a friend, 
Went forth! Did Judas know his kiss of death 
Would mark for him, of heaven and earth the end T 

IX 
For Tmth I searched a hundred seas and lands ; 
I heard his call and ran with outstretched hands; 
But when I thought I had his footsteps traced, 
He just had gone to walk on other strands. 

All up and down the streets and country roads, 
I asked for him. Men pointed to the loads 
Upon their backs and dumbly plodded on. 
These body needs — accurst Eden goads! 
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X 

Within the dark I heard a voiee one night, 
And all the air was -vibrant with the light, — 
Some thonght that crashed its zigzag way; and then 
An Error's mocking laugh. The ribald wight t 

I thought one day I 'd caught his beckoning glance ; 
Covered with light — Transfiguration's trance — 
I stood with souls in white. I raised my eyes, 
Then hope was naught but memory of a chance. 

XI 

We read that Truth from one eternal place 
To us shall ever turn a changeless face, 
A phantom mirror in his hand, forsooth ; 
Of yesterday, to-day reflects no trace. 

For Science changes every hour her schemes ; 
Empiric t What to-day as fact she deems, 
Next year is refuse by the wayside flung ; 
For sotils in mortal need, what good are dreams T 

xn 

I questioned Nature for some comfort-screed; 
For high analc^es; God's word and deed 
Must blend in one great scheme of law. Quoth she, 
"The individual is a worthless weed." 

The specie life with its unbroken train 

Is Nature's god; and this for soub in painT 

As cold as death she reads her cruel creed : 

"You're weak! Then pass; the strongest must remain.' 
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xni 

It ia the old estate of me and thee; 

Dividual life lost in captivity 

Unto the whole. ' ' What means the vorld to me t " 

Thus Omar cried. The end t Earth waits to see. 

Since his red wise a thoasand years of work; 
Ita bold results our logic may not shirk. 
But of Qod's mind to man, — the Unit-Soul I 
Says Nature's law, "Away with shriae and kirk." 

XIV 
Truth I Bemaaked with smirk of every race 
Thy brow t How shall we know thine alien face 
By strange device of old and new dis^ised f 
Yet BOula distraught still seek thy dwelling-place. 

We would believe thy hidden brow is bright, 
Immortal reflex of the Essence, Light. 
Why change thy raiment with the beggar Doubt, 
With all her shams and tmmpery bedightt 

Too faint thy image is in science' well, 

Thy mark uncertain as the sagas tell. 

Truth, tear off thy masks, and pray make haste, 

Or Doubt shall cast us into deepest hell. 

XV 

for Ithuriel's heaven-tempered spear I 
Some spirit talisman that's crystal-clear 1 
Encased within this casket of dull clay. 
What chance has man the truth to know or heart 
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Silent, Thon God, as Thy b 

PerhapB sometime, Thon 'It tell Thy creatures why 

The tme and false are dual-unity. 

And now, have mercy if in sin we die. 

XVI 
Since Death tnmed down the Persian's empty glasa, 
The BUQ has seen the train of centuries pass ; 
Uncertain-lipped, we question still the law. 
And BtiU to us the heavens are as brass. 

And when the past has swallowed tip to-day, 

The fntore from ua stolen nigh away, 

"We feel the ahiver of the river-brink, 

Ah, then forsooth we'll grovel, whining, prayl 

Aye, pray to one we never have addressed ; 
Beach for the cup our lips have passed tinpressed ; 
See heaven shrivel and shrink above our heads ; 
Ye Moths ! — my kin ! Where shall we then, unblessed t 

xvn 

My BonI go hence I This strife is idle hum ; 
This life the beating of an empty drum ; 
A Holy Qrail evanished is this Truth. 
Back to thy nothingness ! Thou slave, be dumb. 

And when again th' Eternal S4kis use 
This earthen howl I found, but did not choose. 
Stilt other bubbles in to pour, its clay 
The flavor of mortality may lose. 
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XVIII 

Will its new lips be only formed to Eii^ht 
Onr qaestioQB, will it face with dreary eye ! 
Nay, nay, I've wept its tears, this beaten clay; 
For man will then hare come the Qreat Reply t 

Beneath this star-splashed, zodiac-painted bowl 
Down-pressed, we crawl with smothering of soul; 
Is it uplifted for the SM seer 
Whose tragic songs to us through centuries roUt 

Omar! Ah, do yon yet the mystery know! 
Is Death a FaMr with no wonder-show f 
Or have the Pleiads now no room for souls. 
The I, the You, diffused in ether-flow T 

Through space as winds Death 's caravan its train. 
Have you aught sweeter found than earth-love's paint 
Flesh-robe of sorrow must you wear again T 
Why dream I, mad! All dreams for man are vain. 
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The I, the Creature Man, unto my soul : 

" Would 'st look within the Ruler's great £arth-Scrollf 

The folded centuries up-gather then ; 

By History 's torch new-lit, the tale unroll. 

" 'Tis travail and the sweat of blood for thee; 
The fixed stars of belief reel dnmkenly ; 
Thy sun is blotted oat ; thy God eclipsed ; 
Oo find us life ; this chaos strangles me. 

n 

"Rugged the mountains round thy pathway close; 
Prom peak to peak, far-glittering with the suowa 
Of Reason's eyrie home. In what deep hell 
Beside thee Doubt, with torch inverted, goes! 

"Through legend-vales thou 'It follow pale Despair; 
Doubt's poisonous night-shade, but no hope-ray there. 
When plaints the ringdove for her Tusuf lost, 
Thou soul, alone, wilt echo 'Where, where t' 

"Bnt oh! through stress, lose not thy OodI No Godt 
Rather I 'd be again my native clod ; 
Would set thee free from this earth-hampered flight. 
Make haste ; I see too near the broken sod. 

"Press on till bulbuls to the lark repeat 
Thy prayer, thine incense for the heavenly seat ; 
Till ttiou with morning's messenger canst sing 
' 'Tis there!' — red roses crushing at thy feet. 
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III 

"Set np thine altar then, emblazoned Truth, — 
The In Hoc Solus of they faith forsooth ; 
And thy libatioDS pour, my heart's best wine; 
There sacrifice the treasures of my youth. 

"Thy Jesus Eominum Salvator too, 

This shrine may prove, — those altar-legends true ; 

As from the dying seed new breath suspires, 

Front faith's dead bosks Christ-life may spring anew. 

IV 
"Stand up before thine altar now and swear. 
Thou priestess Soul, that to our Qod Thou'tt bare 
Thy brow unto whatever name be true; 
Forgotten be the seal it used to wear. 

"Thou 'It flinch not when old altars fall to naught. 

Theologies stripped to the quick of thought. 

And faiths, the sinews of thy life, inwrought 

With thy heart-threads, thou 'it give for freedom bought : 

' ' 'Tis spirit-vision with the single view, 

A talisman to test the false and true. 

No doable thought; no judgment in reserve; 

Mammon or Ood; thou can 'at not serve the two. 

V 
"That thou wilt do all this for thee and me. 
Swear it, as there is love 'twist me and thee.*' 
And as she passed, my heart wept bitterly: 
Yet 'tis man's only hope that thought be free. 
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Bat oh ! the hurt wh^i old beliefs are rent 
From livra by cboreh-ysrd door- ways long content: 
dogmas sacred as the motiier's breast 1 
Make haste with healing lest the years be spent. 



VI 

She came. Her step scarce moved her vestmenta' fold. 

The law was written in her lips' stem monld; 

I cried aloud, "0 my beloved speak." 

Far off her voice ; her eyes were deep and old. 

vn 

"Two graven tablets found I by the way: 
One chiseled by the Past, one by To-day: 
All faiths most read by these or else we say, 
'Perhaps the raaster-gravera were at play.' 

"History and science — friendly scribes, if reads 
The reader well; they mark man's changing meeds. 
When Knowledge swings the world in line with law, 
She'll show God's purpose to the human needs. 

"For individual lives, encrusted long 
In chrysalis of creeds, are with a song 
And spread of wings ontbursting to the hope 
That Fear as fetish is a primal wrong. 

vm 

"These crowds that with a nation's vigor burned, 
Whose souls for truth of their Creator yearned ; 
Th^ sought a Christ but found Tradition's hell; 
What wonder if to God-distrust they turned t 
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"But SODS of God, the seal is on them all; 
Not potsherds set in rows against the wall. 
With errors drugged, they stir as men in sleep ; 
New life a-thrill, they would shake off the thrall.' 

IX 

"Yea soul, but veininga of a leaflet's plan 
Qo read," I cried. "From it the Maker scan. 
The individual, what is Ae to Godt 
tragedy of him, the Unit-Man I" 



And long I waited while she wandered — where! 



Par off I saw her, resurrection fair 
Of form ; her face a glory from within ; 
I knew she had with spirits swept the air, 

" 'Tis Love," she cried. "A heart of love the key 
That opens now the one Ufe-tmth to thee; 
That God is love to man, and only love. 
To His own children whom He would make free. 

"In lights aur'fine — the tints from desert sands — 
Beside me stood a man with pierced hands. 
His brightness shaded by the mantling sun ; 
His voice, — no sound so sweet on summer strands. 
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" 'Man is not left alone upon tke sod 
Of earth, his home, though often weary trod; 
Ood's amulet of love, within he bem-s; 
No heart that loves can ever lose its Ood. 

" 'And when thou bearest to the river-briiik 
Thy talisman of love, thou shall not shrink; 
And there the Angel of eternal life 
Sh<Ut lift her Cup o'er-flowed, and bid thee drink.' 

xn 

"And he was gone. The Mother-Earth looked up, 
A twilight on her face ; the hasty sup 
Of sweetness, fragrant on the desert air ; 
EartJi sighed for yet a cup — a hrimming Cup. 

"A tender mantle of his thought to thee 
FeU on me as he passed. Love gives thee free 
Salvation from the 'Body of this death,' 
The world-old fetish, dread of Ck)d'a decree. 

XIII 

"Even as on Judea's moimtain-^ide. 
He spake. And then I knew with vision wide, 
Not lore occult nor dogmas complicate 
Made of the Nazarene, the Crucified. 

"But patience meeting wrong with meekness mild; 
Simplicity with wisdom of a child; 
And charity's clean hand that cast no stone, 
And raised the weeping Mary, undefiled. 
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"It is the xfnrit of the Master's thought; 

Not deep developments, by scholais wrought 

Of doctrines that would shrivel on the Lips 

'Which 'Peace and good will' from the manger brought. 

"Spirit of love all hmnan and divine; 
One chalice mby with his heart's red wine, 
From lip to lip, the Kabbin then shall pass 
In mosque-eathedral-temple, one pure shrine. 

XIV 

"And there shall come a time of Pentecost 
To thee upon tl^ hcaneward way, but lost; 
When 'tongues of fire,' a spirit flame, the truth 
For thee, shall heal thy heart, sore question-tossed. 

"Then life shall be an Olivet of peace, 
And from its height thy vision shall increase 
To unknown kingdoms of His love and joy, 
Till doubts like waves on a dead sea shall cease. 

"Be it Love's Zion-heigbts immortalized. 
Be it Qethsemanes pain-solemnized. 
Be it the cross of life-hopes sacrificed, 
Thine eyes shall see the fields emparadised." 

XV 
She ceased. And from her eyes' uplifted sight 
A splendor filled the deepness of the night: 
Oh, mantle of the hope that covered me 1 
O Truth, the glory of that desert light! 
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XVI 

"Accept defeat aa to Creation's plan," 
I cried. "There is no other peace for man. 
The De Profundis of a life is this, — 
Would god be God if I His will could scan t 

' ' Now in the Ban I set the bowl toniay : 
What matter be it brazen bowl or clay 1 
It gathered up the light of yesterday ; 
To-morrow it shall draw a brighter ray, 

xvn 

"Once Ramoth scoffed and clashed the heavenly keys; 
One door defied his hand. 'What then are thesef 
Insult from Him 1 ' he cried. Then Astrof el, 
'The mystery of His Godhead would 'st thou seize!' 

"So I, the Self, this terror-stricken lord 
Of earth who is afraid to meet his God, 
Upon th ' Eternal Sword would lay a hand. 
And would compel th' Ahnighty's final Word. 

XVIII 
"Forever vanished now the great god Fear; 
Released his captives, to the daylight-cheer. 
Gone too, the little gods of fretting creeds ; 
But Love remains and Gtod is there — is here. 

"I see men perjured, mad with lust of fame; 
I see them reeking with the gutter's shame. 
Behold ! they rise and call upon God 's name ; 
For Pear lives not, but Love with eyes of flame." 
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XIX 

O Love, our refuge in earth's wildest Btorm! 
Service, life-breath of a heart that's warml 
A dusl-ouity, of heaven bom; 
For love is service in its highest form. 

Flame-tints that sbinuuer on the desert air I 
Love-lights that make Life's sands a gardeu fair, 
Where joy and pain sing softly to the soul 
That Qod in man is Love in hmnau care. 
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Songs by the Way 



iFrom" F^xmdtca Raina and Other Poemi". 
A. M. Robertaan, San Francitco 
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Spirit of God that fills eternal space, 
Somewhere within the regions of thy grace 

Must lurk the beauty that I seek. 

Strengthen the vision that is weak; 
Flow through my opened mind and leave its trace: 
Aye, fill me with it in my humble place. 
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The Procession of the Dumb 

In deep thought-watches with the Night, a host 

Passed by ; a noiseless host, still souls, 

Each brow embrand with pain; of thwarted lives 

A dire processional. "Father of all, 

Thffle, too, are thine t" 

And thus the prophet Night : 
"Thou watcher by the gates of the unknown, 
Dumb in the strife for immortality 
Thy fellows seek a voice for their mute woe. ' ' 
And these passed on and on, the hapless ones 
Ill-shaped from stress of bodies ill-begot ; 
In thrall of deathless circumstance, — a crowd 
To whom ideals are but a dream of pain ; 
And with them those, dead-lustred of the eye, 
darkest spirits, they who have no dreams. 

Came tearless mourners here, their all in one 
Too dainty bit of clay, or tiny hand 
TJptossing to their arms ; supreme of woe, 
That their wide eyes are dry. And I for them 
Must weep the speech of tears! Came lovers cold, 
Who shivered at love's limitations found. 
And they, the worshipful, who saw no Gh>d 
Of joy in their unanawering skies. 

O train 
Most pitiful, the artists of unskill ! 
The colorist to whom in mockery 
Light's pageantries appear! The sculptor's touch 
Which gives no marble breath ; the artisan 
Whose fingers find no thought ! The voiceless songs ! 
Benumbed of throat and hand, their lyres unstrung, 
The poet souls that know not words' delight, — 
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All, who shall tell th« aeetasy of pain 
That sleeps at last, its Bonga nnHimg T 

Andlol 

A crowd whose likeness men saw not and lived. 
The uncrowned throng of the ambitions, these, 
"Who ever for the laurel pluck the bay. 
Who, onanointed with the altar-chriam 
Of genius, yet see visions come and go. 
One bound of foot would walk ; one drags a stone ; 
Tt^ether chained, some rage as galley slaves; 
The palsied limbs would keep a[»aoe ; the hands 
Close tied would hide a wound ; a deathless worm 
One slays in vain. And all make shift to smile. 
flameless candle and the empty diah ! 

Thus poverty and tasks unfit and bonds 
Unloved I Fair tastes denied, and all the train 
Of appetites, of passions, and disease. 
Had left on every brow the unhealed brand 
Of shame or multitudinous sin, — dread stamp 
Of disappointed lives. 

Again the Night: 
"Singer from hill-top shiines, the mountain air 
Of life bear in thy sweeping garments down. 
So breath may be in this dead place. Sing thou 
Of growth for all the stultified, — that he 
Vampire despair, is dead. The souls long blind 
That dwelt in error 's darkened house, look forth 
From opened windows to the light. Behold, 
Twin stars dispel low-scuddmg clouds 1 Now shrinks 
Dead fear and shrivels in the dawn. Lo, truth 
And knowledge from their star-dust ere as suns 1 
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A final state the universe has not; 

Nor knows all apace the wrecking words ' Too lal 

"Aye, shout aloud that these earth-appetites, 

Of body bom, are not of soul. Tea, cry 

The clarion call thy spirit hears: 'When these 

Clay lanterns of the flesh shall fall away. 

Shall into pieces fall, the smothered fire 

In purer air shall burst to brighter flame 

And bum anew as lit from Qod'a own light.' " 
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At Pompeii 

In sunless depths of old Pompeian halls, 
Iq pose of life among the pictured walls 

Were human bodies found, unchanged in mold 
Since Qrace was shocked to stillness, meeting Death. 
A ray, a motion of the new life's breath, — 

To dust they fell, a heap of ashes cold. 

Within our hearts are secret crypts which hide 
Gtief-forma unchanged through years. They still abide 

As things of life, these hopes and dreams long dead. 
If but to-day 'a sharp lights were bravely thrown 
Upon those figures time-enshrined and lone, 

To naught would fall the shapes of sainted dread. 
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Sonnet 

High in a Roman tower where white doves feed. 
An artist toils alone. The plastic clay 
He molda with living touch from day to day, 

Till love 's own dream of love his fond eyes read. — 

In work-shops bare, the artisans with speed 

Of cTuming hands their life-trained chisels ply; 
The model fair before the watchful eye 

They reproduce with earnest, patient heed. 

The Master's life 1 Ideal so fair and high 

To grasp, we with the Master's thought must vie. 

The workmen we with rude or skillful hand 

From out the record marble, statues make. 

Alas, if idle blows that beauty break 
Which for eternity and time must stand. 
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Palestine 

Land, a-stoop with penitential years, 
Thou tragedy of treaaon to thy God, 
Where Sona of Allah hold with foot unshod 

The altar-place of Judah's fruitless tears! 

Moriafa 's hill I Blood-sacrifice of old 

When David slew on Oman's threshing floor; 

Where Ahram's knife was lifted, long before 
The mornings flashed thy temple's dome of gold. 

Thou Ziott walla where Jacob's children pray 

Above the vaults which hid a nation's shame I 
O Syrian sun, how canst thoa bare thy flame 1 

Weep, Israel, weep 1 Alas for Calvary 's day t 

Thoa Nazareth, we wonder at thy dower. 

Thou Olivet and Lebanon afar, 

Meek Bethlehem that stayed the wandering star. 
We're dumb before the mystery of thy power. 

Qetbsemane, with olive twilight dim, 

We stand where Jesus held the cup of woe ; 
We feel the angel forms still come and go 

Among the changeless trees that sheltered Him. 

Garden which saw love's sacrificial birth, 

Where olives, bent with thrice a thousand years, 
Still droop above our sacrament of tears, — 

O God I to kneel npon the self-same earth ! 
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The Aspen 

A Legend of Palestine 

Aspen, wliy shiver thns in affright t 
Have yonr leaves from eternal p^iance no rest! 
Did yoa bide bo long on some eerie quest 
That a terrified, uninvited guest 
On earth yon seem 1 
Does memory dream 
Of the houria whose eyes were jewels of light T 
Do yon tremble in fear or in hidden delight 1 
O Aspen, why shiver thus in affright T 

O mortal, apeak never lightly of me ; 
I stood on Calvary's hillside when 
He was pierced in the side by the Ronuiu men. 
And the high priests scoffed beneath. Since then 
That cruel jeer 
Forever I hear; 
Forever His crimson blood I see; 
Forever no peace to my heart can be ; 
O brother, speak never lightly of me. 
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God of the Human Heart* 

"Ood of die OptsD Air!" God of the Human Heart! 
On heights, though Thon art there, of sorrow Thou art 

part. 
God of the forest arch I God of the altar-flame I 
Beneath the skies or groined roof, Thou art the same. 

Be it cathedral choir or swinging bird 

Thou hearest sii^isg in Thy praise, 

They bring unto Thine ear the same sweet word 

From gargoyled tower or copse of bending sprays. 

In busy streets where we are smallest part 

Of carrents gushing from the city's heart, 

In dens or gilded crypts of crime, some spark 

Of light I And, — some thought, some hope, some mark 

Of Thee, illuminating with Thy sweet control 

Some secret impulse of a sin-atained soul. 

In death throes of the hopes that fall 

When we to earth our dreams of service fling, 

In bitterness of joys that pall, 

In fruitless Autumn from a blossoming Spring, — 

Though we be dumb with failures. Thou art there. 

Bringing life-buoyance of the open air. 

In sickness when the pulse is low with midnight chiU, 
And death-moths flutter round the candle's flare. 
Thou walkest softly on the night, and lo I the thrill 
Of life ia in the light which follows where 
Thy footstq)s make our dawn, "God of the Open Air." 

> Mr. Henry Van Dyke's poem. 
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The Bronze Buddha 

On the lotos blossom the Buddha is stttiDg, 

With HtB cobra's hood on bis head; 
The sun and the moon behind him enfigured 

In a bronze of gold and of red. 
For the half of a thousand years he had sat there 

When the Bethlehem hirnin was snng ; 
To Nirvana 's passionless peace he was passing 

When the Christ-Child's anthem rung. 

On his forehead the spot of the chosen immortal, 

Revered aa the seal divine ; 
Ample-lipped is his mouth, but no human emotion 

Breaks the fullness of curving line. 
And narrow his eyes, but life-shot, and gazing 

With a haunting calm to your own ; 
On his lap the folded Angers are lying, 

The labors of man to them unknown. 

And the uervelesa type of s dream he embodies. 

The inertia of unpnlsed soul ; 
But a mystery vast as the years immemorial 

Which into the silence roll. 
And illusions aa subtle as orient attars 

Across the lolled senses creep, 
Till my spirit is weighted with ceons and aeons 

Of stillaess and dreamless sleep. 
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The Song of To-day 

The Bingen sing not the sweet songs to-day, 
Their eyes are dull and their hearts are old ; 

The butterfly's pastel wing is grey, 

The altars are dumb and the lyrics are cold. 

Then whither away has Poesy iled f 

She roams not the tinted depths of space, 

The Pleiad crown she has cast from her head : 
Where shall we, the desolate, find her placet 

Go down to the room of the panting steam ; 

She looks in the face of the fluent st«el. 
And sweeter to her than Sappho's dream 

Are the purring band and the humming wheel. 

'Tis the song of throttles and rivets and bonds, 
The song of an age of inventive might : 

The song of the man who sings with hia hands 
The poem God whispered to him in the night. 

She has caught the flash from the era's brain, 
She smiles at the soot on her folded wings ; 

She has struck the key to the world's refrain, 

"Lo, Matter is crowned and sits with the kings!" 



.dbyGoogle 



[31] 

A Nubian Lion 

Monarch dethroned, with eyes where tanouldwing flrea 
Seem ever burstiug into memory, 
Whose hrowa are but captivity's despair, 
What tragedy of other life has left 
Such majesty upon thy wrinkled front t 

Why plungest at thy caget Dost see thy foes, 
Princes who smote thy sires in Babylon 
Or in Persepolist Thou art avenged; 
Thine ancestors have cast for centoriee 
Their moonlight silhouettes upon the floors 
And peristyles of their dead palaces. 

Thou criest from thy sleep ; dost hear in dreams 
The priestess maidens singing by the Nile T 
Does their low chant drive thy dumb being mad 
With memory of life in Pfaile's groves f 

Whose entity thus paces to and frot 

Does Alexander pant for worlds! Thy roar, 

Is it some Caesar's fury at duress t 

In thy dun hide, does he of Marathon 

Brood in thy sullen wrath! Thy whimpering whine t 

Is Xerxes weeping still for Salamisf 

Their peoples are as naught — while thonT Thy race 

la yet the jungle's prince; the desert's king. 

But what is heritage to thee in chains I 
And what to thee is aught save liberty 
And the wild smell of hidden lairs, where calls 
Thy lonely mate aerosa the Nubian night t 
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Enow this, thou prince of Pen or priest of Nile, 
In bondage and revolt thon'rt not alone. 
O fellow captive, rest ! PeHiaps for us, 
For thee and me, may wait still other forms ; 
With kings we yet may walk among the stars. 
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Sonnet 

What owe I to my sister of the poor t 
Or to my brother with blood-dripping handsT 
To him the golden largess of fair lands T 

To her the ganze uid girdled gems' allure T 

Or shall I from God's mountain summits pore 
Bend down with pity of His love divine — 
But still as lai^ess from some far off shrine — 

To heal the braises which to life innuret 

Nay, nay -^ k brotherhood that knows its own, 
Which passing, calls in no uncertain tone. 
While it extends the even hand of friend, 
"Hail, comrade hail I We fare the self -same way; 
Come, let us walk together for the day; 
Together we may find the wished-for end." 
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The Song of a Christian Sojourner in 
America in the Twentieth Century* 

If Christ be Ood, I Him adore ; 

If Christ be man, I love Him more; 

God-gotten One of heaven^ fame, 

Or Mary's son without a name; 

Messiah, King, or Nazarene, 

To me the same all titles mean; 

Still at His feet my all I lay. 

In life or death, I 'm Hig alway ; 

Nor Sin nor Hell shall come between. 

■with acknowledsmentB to Richard WdtBon OUder and bi« 
poem, "The Bong ol a Heathen Sojourner In Oalllae A. D. II," 
wblcb followa: 

"If Jeaus Chrlat !■ ft man, — 

"And only a man, — I s&r 
"That of all mankind I cleave tc talm, 

"And to him will I cleave alwky. 

"If JeeuB Chriet ta a Ood. — 

"And the only Ood,— I ewear 
"J will follow Dim tbrouKb heaven and helL 

"The Mtrtb. tb« SMb and tiM atr." 
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Patmog 

O Patmos ! Island of tlie visioned akiea, 
WieTe John beheld the woDders of the Sevfou,— 
The thunders, tnunpets, and the viak of wrath 
Poored out : the awfal star-wa; of their path 
To earth, frran mTsteries beyond the heavens 1 
spread for ns those fields of Paradise I 
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To "H. H." 

Helen Hunt Jsckson, author of Bamona. 

Her art, though beaten gold it lies. 
Her words atint with natore's dyes, 
Her deepest thoaght, the under flow 
Of oeean-silenees below; 
'Twas not for these we loved her so. 

Not even for the gentle grace 

That followed her in homeward place 

Ab perfome does a swaying flower; 

Not for her kindness' gracions dower; 

Not for the magic of her glance, 

When beauty's glint made sudden trance; 

Nor her quick ear for nature's cry, 

From "He<^e-row things" to human «igh; 

Not for her courage in the face 

Of death, wh^i with a royal grace, 

As kings nnto their equals yield 

A sword well worn (»i wortliy field, 

She gave her body to the hand 

Which holds the Maker's last command. 

"How she loved us": her voice we hear. 
"It waa for this she was so dear" — 
Her words — a flower upon her bier. 
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On IVesentation of a Loving Gup to tlie 
Former Regent,* Mrs. Ashbumer 

Sister, by many acta endeared, 
Afl Daughters of a Cause revered 
Which held oar aires in strongest band — 
This cop we offer to your hand. 
Sweeter than garlands on its rim, 
Glowing like wine within its brim. 
The sentiments from every soul 
Shall make of it a flowing bowl. 
Flowing and f uU it eomes to yon. 
Flowing with love which years renew, 
Love of the Cause which made sublime 
The conflieta of oar fathers' time; 
And may this Cause of human kind 
Our hearts as theirs, forever bind. 

■Saqnota ChftpMr, D. A. B., San PnmclBoo, Jtrntmrr t, 1)0 
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In Memoriam 

Mrs. Jane Lathrop Stanford and Mrs. Ellen Mason Colton 
Sequoia Chapter, D. A. B.* 

Tme bailders of the state were they. 
The sisters whom we mourn to-day ; 
Builders who laid foundations wide 
In homes, the state's defense and pride; 
In homes whence high ideals might Sow, 
Quickening all life to brighter glow; 
Builders who laid foundations deep 
In worhs which still their purpose keq> ; 
In works for public weal ontwrought, 
Rich in the fmits of anxious thought, 
Rich in the stores of wealth outpoured 
For human good, a sacred hoard. 

Such builders of the state were they 
Ab yreee their fathers in the day 
When this young nation made its own 
Th' Atlantic wildemeas unknown. 
On houselees shores these women stood 
And wrought in faith of future good ; 
True pioneers with steady tread, 
When sacrifice was daily bread ; 
Worthy their names to live beside 
Their fathers' who in service died. 
Unto their ashes honor be 
From every child of liberty. 
Each daughter of Sequoia lays 
Upon their names her meed of praise ; 
We reverence give unto their liTCS, 
As toilers, friends — as mothers, wives. 

•San FranclBco, Uarch 1, IVOG. 
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In Her Studio* 

Within lier shadowed room, the hush 
Of silenee where ergt was heard 
The sweetness of the weiooming word ; 
Upon the easel lies the brush 

And hanga the palette bright, now dull and dry. 
Her chair is empty, bnt the hands 
Of skill have left their glowing trace 
On canyas rich with many a place 
Interpreted from far-off lands, 

In tones Uke pastels from the orient sky. 

Here pictured shriaea of Phite's shore, 
Here Kamak's sphinx and templed halls; 
The smooth-kissed stones of Zion's walls 
^Vhere Israel's sons their walla out-pour; 

And here the sim-smit tombs of Judah 's kings. 
In cabinets of crosted bowls 
Whose rose hues flush to life the clay, 
Soft lights on tinted ivories play; 
For hera was of those cosmic souls 

Whose media lay in all material things. 
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To a Friendly Critic 

Vision 80 high that I am dazzled in my sight 
With searching for the ether's utmost star 
That was not meant to cast its beam so far 

As this small earth-bound range of semi-night 1 

Half blind, rejoicing in the awful height, 
For me no lesser sun can ever shine. 
But oh, to reach that hmght fmd make it minel 

God I the beauty of diat far-off light I 

The glimmered splraidor of its slender ray 
To twilight dim turns every nearer day; 

"When flashes its full glory ou my eyes, 

I faint upon the floor of paradise. 
Better than love, better than life, a friend 
Who will not let me choose ignoble end. 
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Heart of a Rose 
Heart of a Man 

A flurry of snow on the heart of a rose I 

Ah me I Who knows 
The chill that can strike to the heart of a roaef 

On the heart of a man, a cmel tone I 

Hast ever known 
The thrust that can come from a cruel tone? 

To the heart of the rose a sun-ray 's gleam 1 

A smile's bright beam 
To the heart of a man is a sun-ray's gleam. 
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Sent With Regrets 

Drink to me with a BODg, dear friends, 
When lips on love-notes dwell, 
And while the wine with masio blends 
Till lovely boeomB swell. 

And when the feast is at its Sow 
And hearts are swinging free, 
Then drink with love-light all aglow, 
One sweet good night to me. 
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A Choice 

An angel stooped down from the hill-side ; 

He was holding a golden thread 
All strung with the jewels of promise, 

Jnst swaying above my head. 

Of love there were blood red rabies, 
And the pearls of peace were there. 

As I reached for the gems in my roahnesa. 
Spake a voice, "Beware, beware." 

"But one canst thon choose," aaid the angel, 
"Nor again shall I paaa thia way." 

And I clasped s aingle treasnre; 
But it burnt with a changeless ray. 

In my hand I gathered this jewel 
That blazed beyond all ctnnpare; 

And I laughed and I wept as I held it, 
For the heart of a friend lay there. 
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Grievance 

One time I grieved; I ahivered as in fright 
At cold words spoke by love's asarp6d right. 
To me all trembling, spake the faithful Night: 
"Why grieve that Love in ardor spake so stern; 
The purest Hame may in its white heat bum; 
Not in yotir wrath, God's noblest blessing spurn.'' 
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The Soul of a Kiss 

Just the breath of a kiss that passed and Tanished, 

Like a sunbeam stolen away, — 
But the soul of a kiss to lips that were famished 

For its life that lives for aye. 

Somewhere in &e reaeh of the vast eternal. 

The Boul of that Msa again 
"Will call to me from the heights supernal 

With its solemn, sweet Amen, 

And my soul shall answer softiy, 

Softly and low of tone; 
No height nor depth nor ages 

But my Bonl shall know its own. 
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"Men Kiss and Ride Away" 

While yet in maidenB* throats the chorda are swelling, 

Men ride away. 
While yet within their hearts the song is welling, 

Men ride away. 

From stirrup-enps with hasty loTe-foam rimmii^, 
From lips that pont with hjasea still o-brimming, 
Men ride away. 

With lore-tones on the riders' lips still ringing. 
Their horses* hoof -notes to the mmdc swinging, 
Men ride away. 

From eyes that woke at love's too tender pleadii^, 

Men ride away. 
From hearts where love a-faint lies dumb and bleeding, 

Men ride away. 
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The Ould in the Heart 

There's a child in my heart that sings and sings, 
"0 life is love and life is fair;" 
"When my heart has peace and the spirit has wings, 
Then I know that the child is singing there. 

When the restless, midnight vigils I keep, 
And snffer for triSes which pass away, 
I know that the child in my heart is asleep. 
Ah me! Will it wake another day! 

When J fret at the hnrden of honrly strife, 
I know that the child from my soul has fled. 
Woe is me for the joy that is lost to my life. 
If ever the child in my heart be dead! 
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''Love May Not Sing Again** 

Love may not tang again 1 Awake, awake, 
My heart, and one more dranght of raptnre take ; 
Qnaff deep wkile to yonr lip the joy is pressed ; 
Drink, drink before the golden bowl shall break. 

It is a god wonld snp with yon to-night; 

Lose not in dreams his forehead's visioned sight. 

Not Tain upon yonr threshold poured his wine, — 
It wonld to an inunortal feast invite. 

Heart awake I Too soon Love's song is passed ; 
Too soon his goblet to the ground is cast; 

An instant lost, remains the desert waste, — 
Nor tears, nor blood, nor prayers recall the last 

Awake, awake I Love may not sing again; 
Not every day within your spirit's ken 

Ton 11 hear the wisikrd voice of Love's delight: 
Sonll Lift np and cry "Amen, Ataea." 



.dbyGoogle 



[49] 
If Love Were All 

If love were all, the way were fair. 

liove reads its own by snreat signs; 

But life slips in between tbe lines 
Its el^es of carp and care. 

Comes policy with narrowed eye, 

And Friendship masked in Duty's smile; 

Their sophistries the heart b^nile. 
O Love be brave ; the world defy ! 

O song of love — the sky-lark's call! 
light that pales the morning star, 
And makes a heaven look dim and far! 

O halcyon days, — if love were all. 
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[50] 
Love Is Dead 

A form across my threshold lies; 
The light has fled from its dull eyes; 
Is that what means this pulse of paint 
That Love, by its own hand, lies slain, — 
The only way Iiove ever dies. 
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[51] 

Dead Love 

Of all that's cold in Arctic skies, 
Of all that's dead in mother-earth, 
There's nanght so cold as love that dies; 
Nor dead as love that once had birth. 



.dbyGoogle 



[521 

Truth 

"What then ia truth!" Twas Pilate's , 
This greatest qaestion of all time. 
And oentnries vonld pause to hear 
The angwer to the Roman's sneer, 
This greatest question of all time. 
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[531 
Truth 

A jewel hidden in Qlc depths, 
A star adrift in apace; 

Then langh the goda that mortal n 
Should think to know hia place. 
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[54] 
Vita Brevis 

TTnlesa as part of some great thon^t, 

"Wliy gtm^le on! 

Oar single roles are far too short; 

And life is done, 

Work jnat begun. 



J 
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[551 

Love's Divination 

For love alone most conqaer donbt; 
Beason in vain maj flont 
Her caose, efFect and sequence flnej 
Our hearts the voice most bear, 
And only love's own ear 
Truth's finest cadence may divine. 
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[66] 
De Profimdis 

My Soull 

Can this as truth abide, 

That in the Ught which beamed 

From riven tomb and manger-altar aide 

I have but dreamed f 

Alasl 

Was diere no H0I7 Child 

In Bethlehem's stable bomf 

No sacrifice on Calvary's dark hillside, 

Nor Easter momT 

Awake I 

God of our f atiiers, speak ; 

Savior long-promised, oomel 

Where shall we find the tmth our spirits se^. 

If thon art dumbT 

Behold I 

Nature flows on apace, 

Unchanged and undisturbed; 

Science reveals each year a nobler grace; 

Prom Thee, no word. 

A-faintl 

We stagger towards ^le end ; 

A close-locked door we meet; 

"Father," we call Thee, but we find do friend. 

O wandering feetl 

Woe I Woel 

Passed ia the faith of yore; 

Our graves yawn very nigh; 

And like the millions who have loved before, 

We only die. 
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[57] 
The Gift 

Because I cannot Bpeak th« word 

The greatest homan lips have known; 

Because my ear may not have beard 
The mightiest of Qod's thouder-tone; 

Because I ooald not probe the heart 

To depths which God alone shovld see, 

I have despised the humbler part 
With which the Master trusted me. 

bastard gifts of nnknown birth I 
sonl that cannot read the skies I 

Avannt thy offerings, little worth I 
Deaf ears accursed and blinded eyes I 
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[68] 

Sleep 

To sleep I To float upon a dreamless wave I 
To feel the wind-swept senses softly close 
Their portals from the carrentB of the day I 
Delicious lai^uor of the drooping lids I 
A healing darkness on the aching eyes, 
When sounds beeome but dying cadences 
Which mnrnuir into wooii^ silences; 
The soft sweet wonder of forgetfulness 
That creeps with its narcotic on each nerve: 
Then slips the soul her anchor from all thoaght; 
On each receding tide of conseioosness, 
She drifts away npon oblivion's sea, 
Far ont to calm upon the ocean's night. 
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[59] 

Peace 

Peace! Ib it the dull 

Low ache that follows in the loll 

Of paint Is it the sob 

Of waning senses when the startled throb 

Of paasioa'a pnlae has passed t Is it the glow 

Of sorrow's aftermath T Or yet the slow 

Benumbing torpor of too satisfied desire t 

Or is it hearth-stone vesper by the firet 

Is it the Aatnmn fruitage, or the thrill 
Of promise in the opening bnd of Spring? 
Is it the folded or the spreading wingi 
Or is it yet the pliant will 
To suffer and be stiUT 

Nay, it is none of these, I know. 

What is it thus I seek, turned to and frot 

It flees me like the holy grail 

That vanished over hill and mere and vale. 

And faint aa hymning of the angel forms which bore 

That jewel-cup forever on before. 

There comes a voice: "Let wandering cease; 

In thine own place, thy soul shall find its peace." 
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[60] 
The "R^roaches" 

"0, my peoplel why mj sorrow hanging on the bitter 

tree? 
Why for all the gain I wrought ye, gave ye hot such 

pain to mef 

"Thongh I flayed the pride oi Egypt, scourged ye me 

with cruel rod; 
Though I slew her firBt-bom for thee, fell my blood 

on Calvaiy's sod; 

"For the fiery pillars standing bdiind ye at Egypt's 

sea, 
Pillar of the flagellation, 0, my children I gave ye me; 

"Led I ye from your tormentors, gave ye me unto my 

foe; 
Though I gave ye mighty soeptre, crown of thorns 

mocked my great woe; 

"Though in deserts with Enreet fountains and white 

manna ye I fed, 
Tin^^ onto my thirst ye gave when f aintness bowed 

my head." 
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[61] 

Easter 

soul, be Btilll Scourge not thyself with donbt. 

Tear not thy little life abont 

With fever of a baffling quest 

For what the angels seek, thoa temporary gnest. 

Even as thou, the primal man was dumb 
When from dead husks he saw new beauty come, 
And when from nerreless grubby things, 
The while he looked, bright crumpled wings 
Burst forth in haste to meet the sun. Not thou 
To-day hast more with thy demanding brow 
Of thds earth-mystery of life from death, — 
This mastAT-question of creation's breatii, 
When out of seeming death unfold 
New lives more fair than were tiie old. 

Qo read the life-bloom scattered wide 

On hill and field at Easter-tide. 

From death comes life, the wonder-promise spread 

For man before he had his stranger-being read. 

And when my heart is with the silent buid. 
And thou for mine shalt lift another hand, 
Thou'U see new roses from each winter dead 
In gaiiands wreathed about some maiden's head, 
Their petals tinted from the petals shed. 

Each Spring-time answers to thy riddle-making strife, 
"BeoorreDt resorrection is eternal life." 
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[64] 
Stabat Mater 

Thou Moumfal Mother, standing by tlie cross with 

eyes aplift 
Where thy stricken Son was hanging when doubt's 

aword thine own heart rift I 

Vain man's cry of Stabat Mater, wailing down the 

mournful years, 
To rehearse thy living anguish and the meaning of 

thy tears; 

If on earth, one knew thy woe, some mother like thy- 
self 'twould be. 

Wrung by pangs for which 'twere vain to seek words' 
idle pageantry. 

Soch with pain transfixed stand as thou beside the 

Htamggling clay, 
Dumb and lifthig helpless hands in heritage of Eden's 

day. 

And to these thou showest near the might of thy 

stupendous pain — 
Woe supremeet save the cry that rent the temple's veil 

in twain. 

Such alone the fiery baptism which may give thy grief 

to know, 
Thou who art the ideal Mother sacred to earth's 

holiest woe. 

Lovety type of purest sorrow! Solitude thy fittii^ 

shrine, 
For the giddy world has nothing for an angaish such 

as thine. 
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[65] 



And thy face with woe transflgured tells from altara 

grand or rude, 
How a mother's pain may be a soura flublime 

beatitude. 
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[66] 
A Good Friday Devotion 

(Written during service, April, 1909.) . 

Lo, even now, the sky's far rim, 
By seraphs flecked and full of song; 
Darhness and silence were not long; 

The end of woe has come for Him. 

O Mother! Look onto the dawn; 

Draw out the sword that pierced thy heart; 

He has fulfilled the cruel part; 
Forever more 'tis Easter Mom. 
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[67] 
The Mater Pia 

Softly the fading moon dies in the aky; 
Softly aigh night winds their aweet lullaby; 
Star-eyes of angels are watching with me,— 
Ltdlaby, lullaby, God is with thee. 

O Babe, a tear-drop in thy sleep ! 

Israel's wayward, lag^nug feet I 
Why linger thy Messi^ to greet! 

Rachel, do mothers always weept 

What mean this transport and this paint 
God of my sires, across my sight 
A vision drifta of storm and light, — 

A flaming crown, a victim slain. 

Sleep on, sweet Babe; awhile to me 
Is given to hush thy human cry; 

1 worship with the lullaby. 
And give the reverent breast to thee. 

Softly the fading moon dies in the sky; 
Softly sigh night winds their sweet InlUby ; 
Star-eyes of angels are watching with me,— 
Lullaby, lullaby, Qod is with thee. 
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[68] 
The First ChristmaB 

Mary, drooping by the door 
Which closed before thy weary feet, 
Fainting apou the conrt-y&rd's crowded floor, 
We see thee patient, sweet. 

Patient and sweet; no mnrmur falls 
From lips that curve with coming pain, 
For angel voices in the eattle-stalls 
Thy flawing strength sustain. 

wondrons night I love divine 1 
star that startled Eastern akiesl 
glory of the manger-temple's shrine. 
Earth's raptnre and surprise 1 

Mother, hailed the blessed maid I 
Did'st hear between thy smiles and tears, 
When first within thine arms the Babe was laid, 
The songs of grateful years T 

We speak thy name with loving prain, 
And thy Magnificat shall ring 
Till thee we meet, at ending of the days, 
Before thy Son, the King. 
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[69] 

Love Is Saved 

What you most loved but could not save 
You will not find with watching by a grave, 
For that great love your being craved, 
God had already saved. 
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[70] 
Farther Shores 

Their ships sailed on — sailed on; was left 

My bark to atn^gle wit^ the storm; 
And of their beckoning smiles bereft, 

I sat till twilight wrapped my form. 
And still I sail and sail 'mid stress 

Of seas and change of day and nin^t; 
Though tossed apon the waves* disbess, 

Somehow I glide into the light. 

I know not how the skies grow clear, 

Nor do I see the guiding hand, 
As 'midst the changing floods I steer, 

My eyes npon a distant band 
Of light that shows a nearing shore. 

I think it is the gleam of day, 
Where th^ await me evermore 

Whose ships sailed on and far away. 
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[71] 
In Bondage 

Better tbas I thoa Lord dost know 
The heart beneath this crust of earth, 
The trammels of the fieshly birUi, 
The clay which crowds and binds us so. 

This strong-weak body from m; soul 
Importtmate ita will d^nands; 
And scarce the service of my hands 
Can its infirmities controL 

Thou knowest all the wingM thought 
Which panting, bound, would fly to Thee. 
Accept the worship that would be, 
And which in wishing, still is wrought. 
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[72] 
The Waiting Note* 

In the full celestial chorus 

Lacks one strain that waits for me, 
Note of that immortsl measure 

From earth's death-note ever free. 
May I with my heart's own spirit 

Catch that harmony divine; 
Strike Qie chord with tone onfflring. 

Knowing it as only mine. 

Mine with not a broken cadence; 

Mine for Qod's eternal chime, 
Keyed to heaven^ diapason 

"When the worlds He swtu^ in time; 
In majestic majors swelling. 

Mine where men and angels meet, 
And the spheres in grand creaoendo 

Lay their worship at Hia feet. 



•DoAlcatod to PrMldent SoBui L. HUla of MlUa Colleso «nd 
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[73] 
A Rustic Bridge 

A nistie bridge; the copae at dawn 
Adrip with sweetness of the night; 
From out the reaches of the lawn, 
A lark rose up beyond my sight. 
The air was qnivering with his song's wild lay 
That shook and sparkled in the sunbeam's ray. 



I hear across the chosmed years 
The buoyance of that song to-day; 
Hast thou the note dispelling tears, 
To leave when thou art far awsyf 

Yea soul, love's word can thrill from planets far; 

Qod's love can ring from star to utmost star. 
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[74J 

Vespers 

ThoQgh I be old, alone, and dying faat. 
Weary of limb, infirm of step and slow, 
Before my darkened eyes fair visions go: 

JuBt now I heard the angels as Aey passed. 

Thou eager Soul, canst bear with lagging Death 
For yet awhile, as Day endures the Night t 
Keep clear thy vision for the inner sight, 

And our new form shall have immortal breath. 

I feel thee flutter with the life to be, 

O Soul, as thou would 'st try thy fledging winga. 

Be still! Hush thou thine ear for farther things I 
Not long this fading form will hinder thee. 
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175] 
L* Envoi 

Deep heart of lore where never gonnd is heard, 
Beneath the wash and wave of any word, 
From oat our vision shut the earthly day 
And we shall see Qod's ocean gardens sway, — 

Fair lives cut off io promise of their flower; 

Beanty in bud ; maohood despoiled of power ; 
And there, into immortal beauty grown, 
Loves which on earth were bat in shadow thrown. 



.dbyGoogle 



,ab,GoOgIc 



Songs of the Pacific 



[JVoin "Franidtca Reuia aad Other PoMtu", 

A. M. RobtrUan, San Frandtco 

1912] 
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[79J 
CaUfomia^s Hymn 

Before ua lie the seaa which bring the east unto the west ; 

The oriental Sphinx has bared the secrets of her breast, 

And calls on us for answer to her riddles all unguessed 

Since stars weut rolling on. 

Half -blinded with the gold dust from our smitten moun< 

tain coves, 
For years we wandered dreaming in our fig and orange 

groves, 
While the placers of onr wheat fields gleamed with 

golden treasnre-troves. 

And we went gaily on. 

Garden-vaUeyed are our hillsides — softest hand that 

gloves the steel — 
But the will is rock breath tliem for our country's 

righteous weal; 
Onr heritage of birthright we will guard with deathless 

zeal, 

As the peoples go marching on. 

For our children's souls shall answer with a spark of 

hofy fire 
When smitten on the anvil of a pure and bold desire, 
Till the blows become Uie key-note of the world's advanc- 
ing choir, 

As the fatore goes marching on. 
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[80] 
The CaHfomia Eschscholtzia 

The orange hae of the rainbow 

Is not 80 deep as thine ; 
More rich than a golden goblet 

Infloshing with aim-lit wine. 

On ita calyx of pink thy corolla 
Catches sheen from the paasing son, 

As if powder of pearls were dnated 
And gleamed thy soft gold npon. 

Of a tmth, the dainty fay-maidens 
Most have crimped thine edge so thin 

Alike to some fairyland pattern, 
On thy stamen for golden pin. 

Deep down in the cnp of thy petals 
One spot of a purple stain, 

Where liie elves forgot in their revela 
The last bright drop to drain. 

Ab the scintillant dust of amber 
In the son does thy pollen ahine ; 

Such powder Queen Mab might covet 
To bnmish her locks divine. 

At dusk thou modestly closest 
Thy petals with jealous fold; 

All night thou cosily sleepest 
In a tent of the cloth of gold. 
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[81] 
A Stanford Hymn* 

Against the night, the skies disclose 

Their beauty shadow-fraught ; 
From out the night, a star arose ; 

Through sorrow, gleamed a thought. 

But for the grief which sat by death, 

And dreamed its dream alone, 
Our Alma ne'er had felt God's breath 

Turoiug to life the stone, — 

God's breath of love, to purpose warm 

Transmuting human loss; 
Revealing life's ideal form 

To those beneath the cross. 

O Stanford, look unto the height ! 

Athene-like, thy youth ! 
lied by thy star, seek thou thy might 

In time's advancing truth! 

•Written for the Stanford Annual, THE QUAD, 
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[82] 

A Consecration for a Non-Sectarian 
Chnrch* 

Before this new-made altar. Lord, 

PasBions and cavilings we lay, 

All prejadiees which would stay 

Oar spirits from a sweet accord 

With love, — ^that love which wrought man's good. 

Not in the controversial creeds, 

Bat shone, by serving daily needs, 

Divine in human brotherhood. 

Hweet home-love I This love divine, 
Interpreting with sorrow's art, 
How hast thon, on a broken heart, 
Upreared the spirit's sacred shrine, 
That other souls may reach the height 
Of temples bnilded without hand. 
Wherein eternal law shall stand 
And Ood himself shall be the light. 
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[831 
The Song of the Colorado River* 

To my own again in the Salton Sea, 

Ab the Indians sagas of old have said, 
Wlien times and a time of my exile shall be, 

I will leap again from my rock-bound bed. 

For ages that deep dry sea was mine, 

For me she unbarred her ocean gates ; 
And forever my sea shells and corallines shine 

On her brow, uncrowned by the enTiooa fst«8. 

How tiist land was fair when I lay on her breast 
With verbenas aflame and green with the palms! 

Ten thousand ages of beauty and rest 
In the glow of her bloom and her passionate charms I 

But a jealous Titan earthward bent. 
And the rocks he smote both far and wide ; 

I slipped from her arms through the mountain rent ; 
Ah, then on her forehead the garlands died. 

For eons she lay with her sands unsought ; 

I was chafing and bound in my narrow bed ; 
But the times and a time their days hare wrought, 

And I come again as the sagas have said. 

Though again I be bound I will come from afar. 
To the sea and the land of my heart's desire; 

My gates of rock I will thrust ajar. 
For the Indian sagas are written in fire. 



1 tar below the 

., mw most ferUle 

Thay also have a lesend Uiat th« 

. __ ._ Its old bed from which It was turned 

' a. compSiratlvely recent convulelon of nature. Wheu the 
late break In the banks of the Colorado made the Saltoti Sea, 
there was great raJolcliiK amanK tbem, since, according to Uie 
legend, the retium presaged great beneflt to tbe natlvea. 
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(84] 
The Spirit of the Desert 

An Indian rides across the plain ; 

And crushed beneath his pony's tread 
The alkali 's white crystals shine ; 

Bed wheels the son high overhead. 

Stolid of face and sombre-eyed; 

His mustang 's bridle trails aground ; 
The sullen lassitude of heat, 

Of smothering light, enfolds them round. 

Hot hazes rise ; in shimmering veil, 
The panting breath of parchM earth, 

Their silhouette grows dim; a speck 
They fade into the desertHiearth. 
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[85] 

San Francisco Bay 

Grandest bay! upon whose bosom navies of the world 

might rest, 
Gently boldest thou a mirror to the white gull's snowy 

breast, 

And thy deep arterial currents, drawn from ocean's 

throbbing heart, 
Bear as light the iron monster or the white skiff to thy 

mart; 

Rainbows quiver 'neath thy surface; heaven repeats 

itself below; 
As a spirit to a substance, softer there its colors glow. 

Leagues to northward, leagues to southward, wanders 

thy adventurous strand, 
And thy sinuous arma extending gather wealth from all 

tiie land; 

Wide thy Golden Gate stands open to all nations of the 

world; 
Free between its stately portals all flags are in peace 

unfurled. 

Beauteous Gate, when loitering sunset covers thee with 

burnished gold I 
Mighty Gate, when surging ocean thy strong cliffs alone 

withhold I 

Treach'rous Gate, deceiving many with a name most fair 

to see! 
Bless4d Gate, where millions find the golden boon of 

liberty! 
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[86] 
La Casa Grande 

On the Gila's sun-btinit plain 
Where nanght bnt the mesqoit grows, 
And the fevered breath of the sallen simoon 
From off the desert blows ; 

Where the earth's dry lips are athirat 
And the Gila monsters crawl, 
Stands a house of adobe alone and despoiled 
By the years which scatter alL 

The Indian as wrinkled and sere 
As the leaf that rustles aground, 
Has no l^end-torch its grey depth to light, 
And echo can find no sonnd. 

No honse of its kin on the plain; 
Ijife refuses its brotherhood now; 
Even Death has laid a reluctant hand 
On La Casa Grande's brow. 
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[87] 
The Pacific 

The monarch of waters I the giaat Pacific 1 

How dwells he forever in kingly estate ! 
One mighty hand grasping the Orient hoary, 

The other wide^panning the Golden Gate I 
Far b^ond the white cliffs of Thor and of Odin, 

The centuries' snows are a crown for his head ; 
Borealis, his torch-bearer, lights his state chambers, 

And the icebergs their flame-tinted canopies spread. 

To his warm heart he presses his bride with her graces. 
Low responses she gives throagh her forests' deep 



To his wooing, in soft«st tide-cadences uttered, 
While their love-tale the minstrel wind bears to all 
climes. 
High lifts she aloft the gigantic Sequoia, 

To catch on her brow the smile of his face ; 
And the moons that are whitest and the sons that are 
clearest 
For ages have looked on their loving embrace. 

California, bride of the princely Pacific I 
All proadly we gaze on the stores that are thine ; 

Not the gold that was torn from thy breast with thy 
crying, 
Bat a greater boon ask from thy treasures' deep 

E'en a throb from thy life when thy soul was awaking, 
When the darkness wsa smitten ere dawned had the 
day; 
When the light of the cross with the sabre's flash 
mingled, 
And the chaos of change in thy mom rolled away. 
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[88] 

The Yukon's Song of the Gold 

Lo I We ore th« waters that come from afar, 
From the heart of the earth bo young, bo old, 
Whose life-blood flows from the granite and spar, — 
The heart that lies under the northern star; 
And we bring 70U the soi^ of the imeient gold. 
The waters' song of the gold. 

In the cavem-reterts of the master-smith Time, 
It seethed in the heat and crumbled in cold; 
When the forests uplifted their giant prime 
And the sauriaos trailed through the ooze and slime, 
He atill was annealing the molten gold. 
The unsunned and the nameless gold. 

Ere Thor was a thought or Odin spoke. 
The gleaming quartz inte billows rolled; 
Then eternal silence in echoes awoke. 
When the billows uplifted to crags and broke 
In the terrible song of the crashing gold. 
The song of the grinding gold. 

We scraped it down with the glaciers' might 
From cranny and crevice of mountain fold; 
When the altar-flame of Auroral light 
To a temple had turned the Arctic night. 
Then the ether throbbed with our chant of the gold, 
The pBalm of our votive gold. 

In the ice-dark caves our soul was stirred 
As men called for our help in the canon's hold; 
Deep under the glaciers our name we heard, 
In the secret springs we leaped at the word; 
We shouted and sung the wild song of the gold. 
The song of our waiting gold. 
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[89J 



Prom the benches' wash in tiie river-sloiee 
A primitive man scooped the shining mould; 
But onr pebbles hare taught yon the riffles' use; 
Rejoicing, we make you a play-day truce 
To hunt from your sluice-box toys the gold, 
Tour trifle of captured gold, 

Onr strength we chain to their narrow bound, 
But we scoff when yon say we are bought and acid ; 
With a plunge and a flash, far below we are found 
In the river our home; and the hills resound 
With our fetterless song while you sweep up the gold. 
While yon gloat on the virgin gold. 

When the pich on the river's bank is still 
And men come not to the snow-lapped wold. 
Then our song that was loosed at the primal thrill 
Of chaos pulsed with the infinite Will, 
Shall ring as at first through canons of gold, 
The canons of unsought gold. 
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[90] 
The Malamute Dog of Alaska 

Thou, mler and slave of the frozen plain 1 
Thou, Malamute dog with the voice of pain ! 
Is it thine or a spirit's, that demon howl, 
That snap and snarl, and whimperitig growl 
Which chills like the curse of the slain t 

Thou wolf-faced thing wit^ the jaws of steel 
And the fangs that Oie blood-red lips reveal ; 
With appealing eyes which seem to entreat; 
With thy thieving heart, and thy patient feet 
For the trail where the snows congeal 1 

Thou wonder of blended good and ill! 
What gives to thy tones that human thrill t 
For war on tiie gods, ooademned to thy form 
Do vikings and dwarfs in the Arctic storm 
Purgatorial penance fulfill 1 

Strange creature I Thy cry on the northern night 
Wails forth beneath the Auroral light, 
As if earth heard again the wild shriek of her woe 
When Odin's life-blood stained the balls of snow. 
The snow-hallfl on Valhalla's height. 
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On the Spanish Missions 
in Gilifomia 



\,Sti»etio>ufmM''A Califomia PUgrimage": 
Samuel Camm tc Co,, San Fraaa»eo 
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I questioned thus teith the spirit: 

"0, how can I do this thingf 
The pattern ii long and hard," I said, 

"My thought bui a slender string." 

"0, faithless child," quoth the spirit, 
"Begin but to weave, nor doubt; 

While the other end of the skein we hold. 
How can the thread give outt" 
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[93] 
Proem 

Tells the cumbrous page historic how the Uissions rem 

and fell, 
Founded by the Frays Franciscan — long their souls in 

heaven dwell! 

How in wretched caravels the padres came from 

Mejico, 
Churehly gifts and treasures bearing o'er the long 

waves dipping alow; 

How when 'midst the dreary voyage storms hissed o'er 

the blackened sea, 
Calm their Eegina mingled with that fearful 

minstrelsy. 

Fair as vale of Andalusia to their ocean-weary eyes, 
California spread her beauties 'neath a tent of cloud- 
less skies. 

Rich as Spain's oft-chanted ve^ lay her valleys 

undefiled, 
And recalled their own Nevadas, white Sierras far and 

wild. 

To them seemed the mountain torrents, rushing down 

the canons deep, 
As loved Tagus or as Darro from Qranada's rugged 
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San Diego 

In the College San Fernando, in the State of Mejico, 
Hangs a canvas dim with ghadows thrown a centtuy 



From it looks a monk Franciscan, in his order's robe 

complete, 
CowlM serge and hempen girdle falling to his sandaled 

feet; 

In his hand he holds a stone with which to beat his 

naked breast; 
Near him lie a sknll and scourge, and stands the chalice 

ever blessed; 

Scintillant 'neath glowing faith, bams zeal as deathless 

and as bright 
As the fire on Aztec temples through a fervid tropic 

night : 

Such was Padre Serra preaching, as they say who 

knew him well, 
Fray Jnnlpero whoae labors now but ruined altars telL 

Serra thence all blindly wandered, dreiuning not the 

stores of fate. 
O'er the place which should be later by his brotiiers 

consecrate ; 

O'er the land where Coronado and De Niga soagjit 

in vain 
For the seven-storied city — the Quivira of the plain. 



I 
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Where the marigolds upspriDging o'er the hasty graves 

should tell, 
By a miracle of verdure, where the faithful friars fell; 

Where procession of the murdered should pace o'er 

the hlood-staiDed sand. 
Each one bearing through night's darkness torch 

flamboyant in his hand, 

While before them cross majestic, borne by unseen ones 

along, 
Should cast such unearthly radiance on the chanting 

white-robed throng, 

They should seem as flaming spirits, purging desecrated 

groxmd 
With their versicles and incense, broken altars round 

and round; 

Till these pagans, sorely frighted at the phantom night 

by night, 
Should flee hasty leagues far southward from the weird 

avenging sight. 

Hence out-straying from his course to borders of the 
des^^laud. 

Where the cacti and mesquit yet mingle with the drift- 
ing sfmd; 

Where shrink from the dry lakes sand-choked, e'en the 

bitter streams away, 
And dead craters, with tiieir burnt lips, lap the red 

sun's blasting ray; 
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Still they toiled the hot earth o'ot, where sea-shells 

gleamed on waves of sand; 
Swept o'er them the dread siroceo 'oeath the fierce light 

of that land. 

Then wiUi gaile a strange mirage raised fevered moon- 
tains in their sight; 

Bom sneh walla as tmee on Patmos lay against supernal 
light; 

Sprung tall minarets from temples tipped with balls of 

golden glow, 
Casting spires of waving shadow on the bird-flectol 

lakes below. 

Toiled they on through Ariznma, land as wondrous 
winter fair; 

But the spring-time's life had withered and the sum- 
mer death was there. 

Onward, though the red simoon still sullen o'er the 

white dunes roll; 
Spake the soMters, "God in heaveni hath this hideous 

place a soult" 

Then quoth Serra, "Lol the answer," pointing where 

their eager eyes 
Saw from whorl of spikfid cactus, tall white tree of 

blossoms rise.* 

*Th« Tuooft. or SpMilah Bayonet. 
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Shaft, as marble of Carrara — graved as with a sculp- 
tor's care; 

Carren tower of polished petals, graced with stamens 
waxen fair. 

Spake he, "Children, let your lives be e'en thus rich 

in holy deeds. 
Blooming in the fiery desert which would stifle common 



Thns encouraged, toiled they onward, till from height 

of sea-girt shore. 
Saw they ship masts upward pointing, telling their long 

journey o'er; 

For the rude ships from La Paz, which soi^ht Vis- 

caino's Monterey, 
Lay with sailors sick or dead in San Diego's elose- 

loeked bay. 

Three moons Serra's friends had waited for his band 

they monrned as dead. 
Roaming o'er the coast and mesa where Spring's 

blazonry was spread — 

Turquoise stars and stars of sapphire laid she on her 

burnished green. 
Sweetly decking, fitly matching lawns of every hue and 

sheen; 

Honeysuckle's eonscioua sweetness — ^white petunia's 

graceful cup. 
Blue-eyed, meek forget-me-nots that never for a maid 

looked up. 
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The ambitions pigmy thistles — tiny heads with pInmM 

hair — 
And the oxalis white-petaled, with her nun-like grace, 

were there; 

Censers all unblessed with ineense — ^wild EschseholtKias' 

golden bowls; 
Rose they call Castile, from mem'ries planted deep in 

iKHoesick souls. 

Sick and dying, from their vessels came the Spaniards 

to such land, 
Bat ere Serra saw it, ravished — shorn by Sommer'a 

scorching hand. 

But naught quenched his deathless ardor; pealed his 

bells from scrubby tree — 
Glad as if from storied turret, told they Christmas 

jubilee. 

When at length th' impatient soldiers, witii their 

suff 'rings reckless grown, 
And despairing of th' Antonio, storm-bound long in 

seas onknown, 

Goaded fierce with cruel hunger, measure set for their 

delay, 
Saying, "Leave we on Saint Joseph's, if she come not 

ere that day," 

All night at the altar lay he, till th' appointed dawn, 

when, lol 
Saw they by vouchaafM vision in tiie clouds a good 

ship go. 
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Still prayed on th' undoubting Serrs; when the fourth 

day nigh was done. 
O'er the tide a ^p bread-laden sailed athwart the 

setting flun. 

All his life the grateful father, for deliv 'ranee of that 

day, 
Celebrated mass memorial on the feast of San Job£. 

And some tell that still they see in San Diego's sunny 

sky. 
On this day, through phantom clouds, a phantom ship 

go sailing by. 



And they named the first young Mission for the 

humblest of the saints, 
Eremite at tender age, when life her richest colors 

paints; 

DidacoB, the Andalusian, who came from bis hermit 

cave 
To serve Alcala's sick beggars, eager life's worst ills to 

brave. 

Then was reared the once fair structure, which to-day 

a ruined pile. 
Stolid sits upon the hillside, frowning at the valley's 

smile; 

Frowning e'en upon the river, where the hill its current 

hems. 
Shining thread of curling tinsel twisted round the olive 
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Olives weird and ever moon-lit flecking all the plain with 
light, 

Till the groining of their shadows mocks the artist's con- 
ning rite. 

Arm4d cacti, as defending, by the garden wall now 

stand; 
Bat the gentle palms, desponding, scarcely lift protesting 

hand. 

Gone all sign of chnrehiy usage — gone the trace of 

padres* care; 
Bells nor cross proclaim the story that His worship e'er 

was there. 

Not a saint nor altar standing; not a mural legend dear; 
In the windows' deep embrasure dismal owls hold ot^es 
drear. 

Mass of sun-burnt bricks addbe, half embanked in red 

decay; 
Walls and roof proclaim its story — dust to dust and 

clay to clay. 

Parent Mission, well beloved ! built in faith, baptized in 

tears! 
Man sees only Time's fruition — God looks farther than 

the years t 
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San Luis Rey de Franeia 

Wide these Margarita MoaBtains open canons wild and 

deep, 
Leading to San Lois Valley, then to eastward boldly 

sweep; 

Low they crouch that o'er their shonlders Santa Rosa's 
head may rise, 

Beachii^ toward one dream-like vision of the sea- 
reflected skies; 

Circling arms they interlace, till to San Luis' hills they 

reach; 
These to westward, boldly stretching, hide the gleam of 

abell-bright beach. 

Down the canon mns the river — Lois called for kingly 

saint — 
Winter current bold and rapid, summer stream with 

languor faint; 

Ere its bent course meets the ocean, to a vale the hills 
expand — 

Lonely mountain-circled valley, once the padres' pleas- 
ant land. 

Here th^ built a stately structure on a southward 

sloping hill — 
Castle with its guns commanding all the valley, wide and 

still; 

Once "most splendid of the Missions," as the chronicler 

relates ; 
Now Destruction keeps each portal — Death e'en at the 

altar waits. 
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Once "most spleudid of the Munions," and to-day its 

roods appear 
In their ntter desolation, than the Sodom plains more 

drear. 

'Neath Uie roof of flaming frescoes to the wall a pnlpit 

clings 
And a canopy above it, like a bat witli oatspread wings. 

In a chancel grandly lighted by a stately lifted dome, 
Three great altars' tarnished splendor tells e'en yet the 
band of Rome. 

Now appears of former wealth but one old silver cniciflz, 
And at masses bum the tapers in quaint silver candle* 



Worship rarely wakes the echoes, burial service yet is 
said, 

Marriage, baptism, and the masses for the rest of faith- 
ful dead. ' 

Then through high round arches springing from the 

frescoed columns nigh, 
Weird old music throbs in anthems from the gall'ry old 

and high; 

Indian voices and old viols — cadences which haunt the 

brain — 
Drear as wail of ghosts returned, their own death-masa 

to chant again; 
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And the Dominus Vobxscum and reaponsea dismal song, 
Meeting o'er the low-bent kneelers, hang like pall above 
them flung; 

Till the prayer, the Dies Ira, in the ferial monotone, 
Sols like backward drifting sigh of those who waited 
Christ's last moan. 

Bnt the curling ineense rises with as subtle grace of line, 
Afl e'er marked its spiral circles round La Sainte 
Chapelle'a fair shrine. 

Borne upon the chant's intoning, drifts it through the 

doorway wide, 
Falling soft as benediction on the sleepers side by side. 

In the corridors adjoining, paced the priests at even- 
tide, 

Looking o 'er the broken valley and their garden reach- 
ing wide; 

Crarden once of toilsome labors, miles of wall and arched 

gateway, 
Tiled steps to a lake descending — lake deep-fringed 

with willow spray. 

Now a marsh where shrieking wild fowl come storm- 
driven from the sea; 

Stalk the cranes 'mong cacti hedges — desolation's 
revelry. 
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One tall palm in tropie spleodcnr — ^bleesed where wrath 

on all IB poured — 
Lingers, as last guest departing from a banquet's 

raTlsbed board. 

Unloved seems this lonely valley, wind-swept from the 

ocean near; 
Bank weeds claim its sweeping acres — e'en its homes 

look dark and drear; 

And the Pilgrims heard a legmd which o'ercast the 

sacred place, 
As might doubt of final mercy dim the light of saint-like 

face. 

For 'tis said that godless aliens, on a midni^t storm- 
hid quest, 

Tore its paves for use unhallowed and its bricks for 
walls unblessed. 

E 'en from out the tabernacle, holy things in haste were 

borne; 
Stood accursed tiie sacrilegious — scathed as trees by 

lightning torn. 

And thereafter when black storm-clouds caught the stars 

from watching eyes, 
O'er the garden's fringe l^elet, noisome vapors would 

arise. 

Rise and shape to human figures, draped in penitential 

serge; 
On their knees in dread procession, wrought they to the 

blast's wild dii^. 
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Semblance bright of gilver vessels, some bore with aton- 
ing hand. 

While weird light from cross and chalice lit the dark 
tile-laden b&nd. 

Up the garden's paved steps toiling — gate and walls no 

hindrance gave — 
Besting not for rugged hill-side, till through desecrated 

nave 

Passed they, laying on the altar what each thence had 
seized before. 

While strove some, with txwtless labors, walls and pave- 
ments to restore. 

Bang their shrieks from casttgations, self-imposed be- 
fore the fane, 

Through the dim church dome and arches, min gling 
with the wind's refrain. 

And e'en yet the Indians whisper when lights gleam 

through blinding storms, 
" 'Tis the spirits doomed to penanee — look not on their 

cursed forma." 
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Chapel of San Lvis Rey de Franda 

Here is brooding silence broken by the gronnd qaail's 
warning cry, 

When he watches young flock feeding, brea^ white- 
ringed and proud crest high ; 

Plain-robed mother, throngb the sages, ^eeds her brood 
with cunning feet, 

Then nplifte with whir pretentiooB far from safe leaf- 
hid retreat. 

Here the flocka of blackbirds rising, whiz upon the 

morning air; 
Far aloft the sl^ deer listens ; to his covert bounds the 

hare; 

Here the Pala — Sparkling Water — springs forth with 

immortal birth, 
Down the caaon greedy qniolciands drink it from the 

thirsty earth; 

And the natives fear to gather roots &om near the living 

spring, 
Lest from genii that dwell there corse of dron^t the 

act should bring. 

Here the time-defying olive to the mom its slim leaves 

turns, 
And in colors of the sunset, all its burnished silver 

bums. 
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Still pomegranates spread their blossoms, strangled by 

the tall weeds rank, 
And the fmited Aztec oacti grow against th' ad6be bank; 

Here the princely aloe raises penciled tree-top 'gainst 
the sky, 

Bugged leaves, like faithful sabjects, round their mon- 
arch abject lie. 

And the rudest mural paintings decorate the dismal 

hall; 
Wings of bats by cross and chalice ; palms beside the 

arrows tall; 

One old tarnished copper censer lies upon the gaping 

floor, 
And the few poor churchly treasures wait within yon 

creaking door; 

Down this weird barbaric chamber flames the Virgin's 
silver dress. 

As a ray of mom to wand'rers lost in some dim wilder- 
ness. 

Sometimes now a godly father tells a mass in this rude 
hut; 

Loose the rite on savage natures! dry husk on time- 
hardened nut! 

Still their wizard incantations teU they at the mortal 

hour; 
From the priest to wild magician, turn they for the 

healing power. 
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O'er tliem stands a belfry tower, winter-atained and 

dark with moss; 
On its crest one bird-brooght cactus grows aroond the 

broken cross. 

Lonely mined tower of Pala ! dark with shadows of the 

past I 
Like Death's signet art thou set on shrines which must 

be his at last! 
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San Juan Capistrano 

Onward from "Las Flores" rancho, following the shore- 
line steeps, 

Ten leagaes distant from San Luis, 'midst the hills a 
fair vale sleeps ; 

Here the Coast Range, northward trending, opens in a 
tiny gate, 

Where without, the chafing billows centuries for en- 
trance wait. 

Where th' arroyo, called "Viejo," finds Trabuco's 

loit'ring stream. 
And as young explorers seek they ocean-world's alluring 

gleam. 

Stands the Mission Capistrano in a spot which weU 



From th' impassioned sun departing, all hia hoarded 
farewell raniles; 

Spot which mildest moons ilhimine, where stars scin- 
tillating rise 
With soft semi-tropic lustre — light unknown to colder 



In this calm and restful valley stands a shrine to one 

whc«e head 
Knew no rest, when as Franciscan, poverty and war he 

wed; 

He who from the Turks accursed, strove to tear the 

shrines profaned 
By the touch of infidels, and by the turbaned shadows 

stained; 
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Who gxeat riches, for the Master, with devoted life laid 

down, 
Qrieving he was "deemed imworthy" to receive a 

martyr 'a crown. 

Bl^d the olive and the orange round his shrine their 

shaded green; 
Tender bloom of gnarl^ vines, tells boundless wealth 

that onee was seen. 

And they say that sometimes voices ehant within tikis 

lonely shrine. 
And at midnight spectral tapers ronnd its boniing 

crosses shine; 

Melt such phantoms at the dawning with the shadows 
from its slope, 

Qleams on it the morning sonlight, but for it no morn- 
ing hope! 

Soft 'gainst ocean 's hoarse boom falls the hum of hours 

in idle flight, 
As a picture's darker background brings the tender 

shades to light. 

Mountain perfumes and sea-odors to a sweet narcotic 

blend, 
And each day with languor ravished, slowly loiters to 

its end; 

Till life seems an old man dreaming, and with evening's 

wond'rous glow 
Flash the ruins as old faces gleam with thoughts of long 

ago. 
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San Gabriel Arcangel 

Veil of the Sierra Madre I sheen of light to tell whose 

gleam, 
Earthly words opaque and duU-hued as a child's clay 



Sunbeams pale before the shimmer of the opalescent 

ganze, 
Where the rainbow hue diffused, round Sierra Madre 

draws 

Tell of glowing irideecenee, woven from light's loosened 

rays 
Smit by fine prisms atmospheric in a thousand devious 

waya; 

And methinks, when Spanish Fathers named the town 

Los Angeles, 
That the grateful patron angels, loit'ring on the sunlit 



Mantles dropped of heav'nly brightness, whose soft 

splendors never fail, 
And they draped the Mother's mountain in their robes 

— this lustrous veil. 

Such the light thro\]^h which Sierra looks towards plain 

of Gabriel; 
Such the air which throbs responsive to its morn or 

evening belL 

Soft bloom, that seems air transmuted, flecka the clus- 
tered grapes with light. 

Deepens on the downy umbels of the gardens, tropic 
br^ht. 
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Fair w Axtee prineoK wean the orange-tree her royal 

greai, 
Tbrna^ laee isaiitle of wMte biamoam, gofdm jewels 

fiaah th^ atteoL. 

Such the place by padres ehoasi for the patron angd's 

shrine, 
Angd of th' Aimanciatioa to the maid of I^md's line. 

Farthest here ooee Minon farm lands spread o'er hilk 

oo crery side; 
Farthest roamed their good herds seeking food fmn 

momitain to the tide. 

Most the Tirgin loved this Mismoa, to her boald 

dedicate. 
Near her rale as "Qoeeii of Aogels," where the 

"Mother's Moontaios" nit; 

Early she its eaose espoused, when before hw bannCT 

Witbont hands upon the free winds — ^where a visiMi 
bright it hang — 

Dusky warriors backward started, smit by grace of 

godlike mien, 
As once Romans in a garden, hack from face of 

Nazarene; 

And the raies who came to slanghter, stayed strange 

wordip to repeat. 
Gifts from their poor riches leaving, with their weapons, 

at her feet 
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Long the amile of peace thus given rested on the Mission 

young, 
Till it grew to strength gigantic all its bumble whm 

among. 

"Once the richest of the Missions," now its desecrated 

feet 
In pueblo Mejicano stand 'mid squalor of the street. 

Here dwelt she whose oft-told story brings the tear of 
sympathy ; 

Who at six score years said sadly, "God must have for- 
gotten me ; " 

Kind to life, but no more loving, when the tardy 

messenger 
Pound her, eager to rejoin the swarthy tribes awaiting 



Still a few old Indians linger squatting in the blazing 

sun, 
Crooning of the Mission's splendors when atdle lacked 

for none; 

And they tell of Padre Serra, crossing dark broura at 

his name, 
Tales of miracles their fathers told them of his holy 

fame; 

How once lost upon the mountains came he to Mojave's 

plain, 
Wand 'ring with his people till the fever woke in blood 

and brain. 
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And through all the 'wildered journey told he ever way- 
side mass, 

Though with thirst and famine fainting, ne'er without 
it day might pass ; 

That once from hia trembUng fingers, fell the eup of 

holy wine, 
And with godlees haste the dry ground drank the erim- 

son drops divine; 

When lo! from the earth's parched lips, red with the 

stain of Precious Blood, 
Sprang a fountain of pure watera, sweet aa Horeb's 

smitten flood; 

And when Serra, with thanksgiving, would have done 

some penance still. 
Spake an angel in a vision, "Nay, it was the Master's 

will." 

Crossed themselves again the speakers, lapsing to a 

broken dream; 
Passed the Pilgrims seeing dimly, what to these this life 

must seem. 

But there lingers through this dark room echo none of 

sweet notes hymned; 
Drear it seems as soul where doubts have faith and hope 

too early dimmed. 

Slow upon the ntunb^ spirit creeps a horror in this 

gloom, 
As if sigh from shrouded sleeper smote one wandering 

in a tomb. 
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'Midst this gray dusk watches still a ^oup of saints 

on pillars old, 
Faces dull and garments battered, names and sorrows 

long untold. 

Stands San Gabriel, the patron, high above the other 
shrines, 

E 'en from face of faded statue, still some angel bright- 
ness shines; 

He most honored messenger of all that stood before the 
throne, 

When God would, unto His creatures, speak some pur- 
pose of His own. 

He th ' interpreter of visions to the captive prophet sent ; 
He who sat at Eden's portal, whence our ling'riag 
parents went; 

"Who came to the second Woman to announce the time 

as near. 
When through her th' Avenger promised to the first 

Eve should appear. 

Whose high message, "Hail! thou bless^ in divine 

maternity," 
Lifted to the throne in heaven pains accursed at Eden's 

tree, — 

Stands with ample gathered wings, as if he still were 

charged to greet, 
With perpetual song the maid who stands enshrin&l 

at his feet. 
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Simple priestfl88-maid Judeanl who should in thjr 

humble place 
Deify to all the ages mother love and mother grace ; 

Bound this dreary shrine thy roses blossom in the month 

of May; 
Light this gloom pale votive tapers, wheu is kept thy 

festal day ; 

Then the choir's soft IncamatiLg trembles round thy 

vestal shrine, 
As the new hope of the promise fluttered in thy seal 

divine; 

And the eve's Magnificat breaks forth in glad trium- 
phant tone, 
As thy faith reeeived the glory of the promise as thine 



Maid "most pure!" Maid "gXoriotat" Woman with a 

loving heart I 
Thotigh thyself of mothers saddest, mothers' comforter 

thou art I 

Patroness of every virtual Almoner unto mankind I 
"Queen of men and angelsl" in thee, "Lady Merciful," 
we find) 

Pure impersonation of earth's sablimated joy and puni 
Of that love most "kin to God's own, stand 'st thon 
Mother of the Slain I 

Motherhood beatified woke in thy canticle of praise; 
Let the ^ons antiphone it, till Time sees the end of 
days! 
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San Bernardino 

Chapel of San Qabriel. 

lioug one strsyB with dreamfal fancies that thy heart 

may whisper low 
Some strong tiiought for hopeful Uring from that life 

of long ago; 

Bat thy desolation palls one with a chill and nameless 

dread, 
As if faith were shaken in the resurrection of the dead. 



.dbyGoogle 



H18] 

San Fernando Hey de Egpana 

Here the mountains bom at sunset, with that light 

drawn from the skies — 
Trail of glory drifting backward from the Toong 

world 's sacrifice — 

Wben the Bactrian high priest called to earth celestial 

splendors down. 
And bade mortals worship fire as hoi; light from 

Mithra's crown. 

In this rale a host angelic floated 'thwart the ebbing 

day, 
Sent to point the fathers to a shrine for San Fernando 



Pointed they to distant mountain set in opalescent haze, 
Where it looked adown tiie valley through the evening's 
crimson blaze; 

Pointed they, then npward floated, and a cloud around 

them shone, 
Soft as smoke of curling incense from the swinging 

censer thrown. 

When the Mom dismissed the night-guard from the 
border-land of day. 

Smiled she to behold the fathers far upon their heaven- 
sent way. 

But the gardens which they planted, fairest here of all 

remain, 
'Neath the mountain named for royal Ferdinand, the 

Saint of Spain. 



.dbyGoogle 



[119] 



Olive trees stiU atand gigantic which a hundred years 

have crowned, 
Triple sveaues defining all the garden's widest bound. 

To their peaceful arms presents its thorn; breast the 

cactus tree, 
And the noble aloes lift their coronets of filigree. 

High among the storied olives, saintly palms their 

heada upraise, 
And they mingle sighs tc^ether for the changed and 

loveless days; 

Grieve they for the glebe unbroken, for the reservoirs 
long dry. 

For the aquedncts where sere leaves in the tiny whirl- 
winds fly; 

Qrieve they for the life departed, for the ruined church 

hard by, 
Where they see its cross no longer outlined 'gainst the 

cloudless sky. 

And the only chant that ever sounds within the dreary 

pale, 
ts the fierce, hot wind of summer sweeping down this 

lonely vale. 
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The Christ of San Buena Ventura 

Qhastly Christ on rude cross lifted, while hehind the 

cleaivcarred face, 
All the qrmboU of His sorrow, on the wall your te&rs 

may trace — 

Curs^ rods and cruel nails that once were hid in holy 

flesh; 
Crown of thorns and mocking pahu-branch ; spear that 

drew Hia life-blood fresh; 

Sponge upheld in vile derision ; robe of scorn they bade 

Him wear; 
Chalice of the bleasSd promise that His life His own 

ahould share I 

Meet the place for requiem masses which in holy week 

are said, 
When the prosb^te priest bewails the sorrows of the 

princely Dead; 

Bound this shrine the Cructfixus from the organ's dirge 

floats down. 
Drear ss once the noonday darkness fell on Calvary's 

awful crown. 

But at festivals returning, Christmas joy or Paschal 

glee, 
Fresh young voices flood the dark nave with their tide 

of minstrelsy; 

And the rippling light-waves sparkle 'gainst the Cru- 
cifix' doll gloom, 

Bright as that first Easter sunlight flashed on Joseph's 
garden tomb. 
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What are names to hearts that love Him I one same hope 

is for us all 1 
Jesus lay within the dark tomb — grief for Him our 

common pall! 

Why the strifes that vex the Master! the same themea 

our tongues employ; 
Christ was raised from oat the shadows — love for Him 

our common joy. 
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Santa Barbara 

Here the soft sweet airs distilling seem a necromancer's 
balm, 

Wearied sonl and body lull they till life seems a dream- 
ful calm. 

Looked the padres on the rich land sloping toward the 

toiling sea 
Working waves of molten silver into fine wrought filigree ; 

Gazing from the Mission hillside, strangers pause to hear 
a tale 

Of the ghosts that hatmt yon islands with their flam- 
beaux far and pale : 

Phantom skifb like tule shadows, and their rowers tall 

and stark, 
Flit with torches 'cross the channel, through the hollow 

of the dark. 

From the Ana Gapa to the Santa Croz' steep jagged 

shore. 
And from Santa Rosa backward, through the still night 

o'er and o'er, — 

Back and forward to the mainland, to the Missions white 

and still, 
Barbara's and far Ventura's faintly limned against the 

bills; 

Long the rites upon the islands, as if there were celebrate 
The returning day of burial of some savage potentate ; 
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And the torchlights white and spectral swept the Id- 

dianfi' swart liaee. 
Till the shapes seemed ghouls of fable, feasting round 

some cfaamel shrines. 



Built they when the spring-time br^htened with star- 
flowers the ru^ed slopes ; 

Patron chose — a maid whose spring-time beamed with 
martyr's star-bright hopes; 

And the Mission oi their rearing lifts its comely head to- 
day, 

Smiling down on resting valley, hills, and town, and 
sweeping bay. 

Bonnd it broken walls are cmmblii^, which bat lend a 

rougher grace, 
As a rustic frame which heightens beauty of a pictured 

faoe. 

Walls of stone from pave to turret, strong as tower on 

arm^d field, 
Roof of tiles uplift to heaven — tiles the weight of 

warrior's shield. 

Massive tbwera defend the portal, and the bells still tell 

their tale : 
"God and truth go on forever, 'tis the faith of man doth 

fail." 
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Ent'ring throngh a great stone doonray, distant taper 
greets the aght, 

Like a star of promise baming throngli life's sorrow- 
clouded night. 

Dim light fnon the small high windows, shnmds in gloom 

the ontlines, where 
Slow appears a monk Franciscan, kneeling at a shrine of 

prayer; 

Friar in a long gray garment, hooded folds of heavy 

serge. 
At the waist with white cord girdled, heavy knotted as a 

BCOUl^ — 

Shadow-like he moves to greet ns, and the rosary falls 

down 
Where the naked foot in sandal shows beneath tlie heavy 

gown. 

Shows he silver pyx and chalice ; precious thuribles gold- 
lined; 

Mite of True Cross fond^ cherished, by Faith's eym 
alone defined; 

And old saints tliat stood dejected, as if from the altar 

oaat. 
Round a crucifix as string, "True our love e'en to the 

last;" 

Crucifix of cunning carving, where a matchless hand has 
shown 

Tale of Olivet's grand passion, with a grace some mas- 
ter's own, — 
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Sneli the vivid troth of line, the heart swelU with a sud- 
den throe; 

Seenifl Gethsemane'B low moan to throb once more 
tfarongh midnight woe ; 

Seems the cry of Calvary to ring throngh soonding yearn 

again — 
Cry wrung &om a soul's great anguish which surpassed 

all fleshly pain. 

Mute with thought, through long dim cloisters, grope we 

to yon spot of day, 
As our spirits blindly stnmble throngh earth's doubts 

toward heavenly ray. 
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Santa Ynez 

Still Qpon these cragged slopea the deer feed in the twi- 
light glow. 

While the bear and mountain lion keep at bay the com- 
mon foe. 

Here Madrono, masquerader, makes tiie shrubby forest 

gay; 
Hangs the Manzauita shyly, berries bright by monntaiii 

way. 

On the cre^ the plant of Qilead finds the bay's funereal 

tree; 
Heaveu's healing on Death's footstep follows, if we will 

but see. 

Of these hills the herds nnconqnered, ownership with 

grizzlies claimed, 
Ruled the bullock o'er the mountain, as some savage 

prince imtamed. 

Often here the wild rodeo tore the dust from ev'ry hill, 
And the bellowing of cattle made the very tree-tops thrilL 

Proud rode forth the brave vaguero, horse and rider 

moved as one, 
Pawed the ground th ' impatient mustang, eager for the 

fray begun. 

Dashed they in 'mong fierce bands surging, wild as bil- 
lows winter-lashed; 

Like white boats o'er waves wind^Jriven, their sun- 
bright sombreros flashed ; 
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Farting rightward, parting leftward, tiiat each ranch its 

own might gain; 
Savage bullocks with their wide horns, plowed the trem* 

bling earth in vain ; 

For the hissing teen riatas' level circles small or great, 
Seized upon the maddened captives, like a fierce pursu- 
ing fate; 

Snpple dropped on boms defiant, sinuous caught the 

flying feet; 
Swayed each rider in his saddle, with a movement bold 

and fleet; 

Backward braced the foaming mustang, rolled the con- 
quered to the ground. 

Helpless 'neath the branding iron, firmly by the skilled 
noose bound. 

Gone the wild herds from the mountains ; ride forth few 

vagueros now; 
Hang the braided lithe riatas useless on the saddle-bow ; 

For the droves in paltry numbers, tame as barn-yard 

bovines stand, 
In their bondage scare rebelling at the hot iron's servile 

brand. 



Where the mountain's veil is bluest, like bones bleach- 
ing in the sun 

Lie stark ruins of the work built late ere padres' time 
waa done; 
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Stands a corridor of arches, turned to greet the rising 

sun; 
One waits for his benediction, when for qb his work is 

done. 

Through the fathers' sttme-paved ehambws rings the 

heel's half -shrinking tread. 
Drear as mem'ries throngh a heart which knows all 

hopes of earth are dead. 

Iron doors and cloisters bolted; rost; lodes resist the 

hand; 
What ffi this whose blackness threat^is where the barrM 

gateways stand I 

Dungeon sunless as the sorrow which its walls have 

echoed back; 
Soldira life and priestly ruling, here have left a certain 

track. 

Jn^e not, by the light we live in, men who wrought in 

greater gloom; 
Leave to Him whose vision reaches from earth's cradle 

to its tomb. 

God alone can sift the gleanings which the years have 

gathered in. 
Horrors marked with holy purpose; good, with serpent 

trail of sin. 



Sweet the story of Our Lady vbo on Guadalupe's site, 
Showed her pure face to an Indian, late redeemed from 
pagan rite ; 
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Wliile tie wandered through the cactus, pondering her 
virtues rare, 

Lo I upon the hill before him, stood her semblance pass- 
ing fair; 

And she softly spoke unto him, while he sank upon the 

earth, 
"Fear not, son of Montezuma, chosen thon e'en from 

thy birth; 

' ' Bear my message to the fathers, that a house they build 

me here, 
And my glory shsU rest on it : — Son, depart with heart 

of cheer." 

And her smile, a radiant blessing, fell npon his spirit's 

strife, 
Soft as sweet dew of the manna feeding with the bread 

of life; 

Then a darkness smote his dim soul, and a dread doubt 

on him fell; 
Thrice repeated was the vision ere he dared the tale to 

tell. 

Spake the fathers, gravely doubting, "Lol the winter 

time perceive; 
Bring ua now the Mother's flowers, and tAy message 

well believe." 

Went he forth to sunlight darkened, prostrate at his 

rocky shrine, 
When a voice like soft air pulsing, spake in cadences 

divine; 
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Paused the smitten earth to list«n, wheeled the birds uid 

hung in air; 
"Son, behold yon barren rock and thence my sacred 

roses bear." 

When before the bishops his rough tilma laid he on the 

ground, 
Stood rebuhed unto their servant, prelates deep in lore 

profound ; 

On the robe of aloe thread, 'neath mystic roses piled as 

May, 
Was the Dame of Qnadaldpe, pictured in a wond'rous 

way. 

Stands to-day an altar where her blessM feet made holy 

ground, 
And the homes of GuadaMpe throng the Mother's doors 

around. 
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San Luis Obispo de Tolosa 

When the fathers passed to southward from Antonio's 

new-made shrine, 
Just within the shelt 'ring steeps which bend to skirt the 

sea-coast line, 

Full two score of leagues their journey, as the bee his 
pathway grades; 

Many score they wandered blindly in and oat 'mong un- 
known glades. 

Once within a deep, lone canon, when night found them 

without bread, 
Came toward them o'er wooded hill-side — shadowed 

glories round his head — 

One who led them in sweet converse, and laid bread upon 

their board; 
Found the mom thdr guest departed, and their hampers 

newly stored. 

And a radiant youth oft met them, offering flask of 

grateful wine, 
And they felt its sweet refreshment, knowing not the 

gift divine. 



On these rugged clifb to seaward, opened are the graves 

today, 
"Where the nnbaptized were buried with their vessels 

of coarse clay. 
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Hence a moontain-crowded canon reaches inward from 

the sea, 
Till it meets two pointed tmmmits lifting heav^i'fi 

canopy; 

Here for Louis of Tonloose they act the bishc^ 's crosier 

Gave his name to dreamfol valley, mer, and the moon- 
tain's crown; 

He who to the throne of Naples for Christ's love gave 

up his claim; 
Who barefooted, unattended, prelate to Tolosa came. 



This the corridor historic, by the tales the people tell — 
Be they verity or legend — of strange scenes which here 
befell; 

For once paced a sad proceesion — grieved the morning 

at the sight — 
Bent forms draped in sombre garments, dark against the 

Mission's white. 

Bowed heads, with rehozos covered, followed where Ba- 

mona led — 
Brave Bamona de Pacheco, lifting prond oncovered head. 

Came senoras leading children, from a night of prayer 

and grief, 
Seeking from young Fr^nont pardon for Bon Jesus 

Pico, chief. 
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To their slow half -smothered footsteps sighed the corri- 
dor's cold stone, 

As iheiy passed with woefol mien, hy prayers and weep- 
ing to atone. 

As of old came Boman matrons, seeking for their city's 
life, 

At his feet knelt these natiring. Stem the soldier's in- 
ward strife. 

Tolled the Mission bells the moments ; paced the sentries 

to and fro; 
Flung the son his hloody banners; still the pleaders 

woold not go. 

Came the word to stay the sentence: "Oracias Dios" 

checked their tears ; 
Ab alcalde of the country, lived Don Jesus many years. 



Gone the plaza and the foontains; Spain's delights for 

aye are fled; 
£'en the square of consecration now receives no more 

the dead; 

Gone the neophytes who wondered while the unknown 

Qod they praised; 
Aliens till their rolling valleys — strangers hold the 

walls they raised. 

Where were laid the Mission gardens, the young city's 

streets are led, 
'Midst them apricot or pear tree, lank and sere, lift 

outcast head. 
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San Miguel Arcangel 

ye oaks I Ye guardian genii of the broad leagues up 

and downl 
Tell us of the scenes ye witnessed or with smile or angry 

In your tops we hear a murmur ; is it thus brave deeds 

are aungt 
For the alien suppliants deign to speak in coarser 
I. human tongue. 

Answers not your whispered cadence ; is it worship blent 

with sighs t 
Droop ye lower o'er the niiu lifted dark against the 

skies t 

Hold this truth, O fading shriDel 'tis all that's left to 

light thy day: 
'Tis the soul that may illume e'en wasted lines of dying 

clay. 

Awful silence broods aroond thee, and the noondt^ hazes 

thrill 
With a pulse which seems a mem'ry of the life that now 

is stiU. 

Fare-thee-well I Such desolation seems of Time's own 

death a part; 
Leave we thee to dreams and shadows i turn we to tile 

world's great heart. 
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San Carlos del Canuelo 

Paxisfl upon the gentle hillside, view San C&rloH by the 

sea, — 
'Gainst pale light a shape Morisco wronght in faded 

tapestry. 

'Neath Mt. Gannel's brooding shadow, peaceful lies the 

storied pile, 
And the white-barred river near it sings a requiem all the 

while. 

Why was name, to Christian precious, foond within this 

lonely place. 
Borne by stream which mirrorttd only swarthy brow or 

deer's shy graceT 

Band of friars Carmelite, came with Yisoaino long before. 
Salves chanting to their Lady by this far and fabled 
shore; 

And their name on stream and mountain brightened all 

the unblessed place. 
As the mem'ry of s sweet anile lightens up a sombre 

face. 

Now remains of many labors by the loyal sons of Spain, 
Not a tropic leaf reminding of the Andalusian plain. 

"Where were roofs of tilea or thatches, roughest mounds 

mark every side, 
And where once the busy court-yard, searching winds 

find crevice wide. 
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Gone all trace of padres' dwelling, and 'midst min yet 

remains 
Bat the choreh front in its beauty, arabesqned vith win- 

tex stains; 

High two Moorish bel&y towers lift the sign of Calvary, 
Tell the deep-worn steps ascending oft their sweet beUa 
woke the sea. 

'er the door a star embrasured tells the tale of Beth- 
lehem, 
Far more eloquent to Indian than the priestly apothegm. 

See from 'neath the low carved doorway flowers blos- 
som through the nave, 

'er debris from roof and pillars heaped upon the square 
toed pave. 

Where were altars, wild doves twitter — o'er them drops 

the roof away ; 
Where burnt type of Real Presence, sunshine streams this 

many a day. 

Soft^ tread the sanctuary, where the reverend sleepers 

lie, 
'Neath the spot where oft they lifted sacrifieial Host on 

high. 

Guards them there an earnest priest who deems their 

shrine a sacred trust — 
He whose search in musty volumes found what place 

held Serra's dust. 
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Yearly here the IndiaoB gather on San C4rlos holy day ; 
Sad memorial to the man who would have died for such 



Weirdly echo their responses for the saint they do not 

know; 
But they know their hopes are broken, and that Serra lies 

below. 

And they tremble when they tell you that at midnight 

of that day 
Will arise their buried kindred in a ghostly dumb array; 

Bound the min in procession with their torches white and 

still, 
Passing through the shadowy doorway from their graves 

beneath the hiU; 

And that Serra, like a god, althot^h his bimal stone 
moves not, 

Will lead them in mass majestic on the drear but hal- 
lowed spot; 

With strange aspergill will scatter o'er their forms a 

phantom spray, 
While Crespi will swing the censer through air unpulsed 

by its sway ; 

And the altar 's spectral tapers will gleam on their faces 

white. 
And the Cmcifli' soft splendor fill the dark nave with 

its light; 
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Hoarse will sob the snrf re^Miuive, moan Uie wind in 

minor strain, 
Mingling with the faint far eohoea, some celestial choir's 

refrain; 

Night winds will not stir the garments of the kneelers on 

the ground, 
To the voiceless Pax Vobiacum, lips will answer without 

sound; 

And will cross the brows unear^;, hands which leave no 
shadow there, 

As the forms and lights phantasmal melt into the mid- 
night air. 

Such the shadow thrown upon the Campos Santos 'neath 

tiie hill, 
Where Qie rulers of the joui^ land many gravea nn- 

noticed filL 

At this Mission long dwelt Serra — padre of the padrea 

he; 
Henoe o'er hill and desert went he through his apostolic 



Thence returning worked he humbly with the Indiana 

while he taught, 
Bearing burdens as St. Francis when at Damian he 

wrought 

Showed he, too, by dread example — torches to his flesh 

applied, 
Beaten breast with stones and scourges — woes for those 

who godless died. 
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Told he mass at shrine moat hnmble, not within the walla 

we see; 
'Neath a low, thatched roof uncomely, served he altar 

miniatry. 

And when fell upon his brow a shadow from the farther 
land, 

Thitherward turned he all gladly, lifting patient, long- 
ing hand; 

Seeing naught 'midat heaven's glories his pure spirit 

more besought 
Than a "grander gift of prayer," for poor souls for 

whom he wrought. 

When from self-imposed retreat he caine forth to the 
sacrament, 

Bung his Salutaris Hoslia, though his form with weak- 
ness bent; 

Rose his Tantum Sacramentvm in a tone that mocked all 

pain. 
While the voice of priests and kueelers died in tears at 

the re&ain; 

Laid he then tired head in rapture on the breast of 

mother earth — 
Dumb bequest of his poor body to the heart that gave it 

birth,— 

Chill embrace which he felt not, Faith's glowing robe 

was round him cast; 
Proved he true to poverty and to St. Francis to the last. 
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Bore the waiting ones his apirit, and their anthem's joy- 

ooa swell 
Mingled witii the notes funereal of the solemn passii^ 

beU. 

And the boom of dreary cannon told above the moaning 

sea 
How the earth had lost a soldier and The Church a 

devotee. 

And the angel voices auswwed that The Church in heaven 

had found 
One whose welcome should re-echo through the welkin's 

farthest bound. 

And they laid him by Crec^!, the friend whose toils were 

sooner o'er. 
At the feet of Dolorosa and beneath tiie chancel floor. 

Lie their cTTpts in desolation — sun and storm upon 

tiiem beat; 
Desolation is about them — sun and storm upon them 

beat. 
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Santa Cruz 

Hail thon Cross of adoration I vas't in Eden thou had'st 

birth, 
When the new-blessed parted waters found the comers of 

the earth! 

Mystic sign in far-passed ages, when with bashful hand 

the Mom 
First enwrapped with rwiy mantle young Atlantis, ocean- 

hom, 

Is't by thee that man, an exile, keeps sad mem'ry of that 

landt 
Or was't thou God's pledge of peace, when Eve bewailed 

her lifted hand! 

Thou e'er deemed by Qod-taught sages, emblem of some 

strange new life. 
Since man first on record tablets wronght his faith with 

cunning knife ; 

Borne by scnlptnred gods and monarchs, carved on tem- 
ple, shaft and urn, — 

Thou was't old when Egypt found thee ; Persia young, of 
thee would learn. 

Bars of death most ignominious, when disgrace was 

heaped on crime; 
The accretion of man's venom gathered from the crypts 

of time. 

Man 's first promise to the future, in which life and death 

types meet; 
Heritage of all the ages when ye lay at Jesus' feet. 
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Hail thou sign of life immortal I symbol of a death pro- 
fane! 

Waited 'st thou Messsiah — Cheist-Man, to unite thy 
meanings twain ! 
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The Last Sermon 
of Fray Junipero Serra 

"O, brothers grieve not that the oM gives place to new, 
That the present's rushing purpose to the past forgets 
its due; 

"God endures to see the lily drop its petals one by one: 
Shall not we abide the death of that whose work for earth 
is doneT 

"Gone our Missions' life midst conflicts, but the tnitl^ 

we sought to teU 
Shall resist the strife of ages, for with God its might 

doth dwell; 

"Trutti of God's great love to mortals shown in Type of 

holy life, 
Whose humility majestic should rebuke man's pride of 

strife. 

"Doubt not that such love shall conquer though some 

faith-built altars fall, 
That the sacrifice was perfect, made but once and made 

for all. 

"By the holy saints and martyrs whose great lives shall 

bum sublime, 
Heaven-set torches ever fiaming down the corridors of 

time; 

"By His Mother's seven sorrows; by tie twelve stars 

on her brow; 
By her present adoration, in which e'en the seraphs 

bow; 
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"By Hii holy incarnation; by that Power which healed 

all pain; 
By the Hand that burst the tomb when once came forth 

the mighty Slain; 

"By the glorions Presence Beal, — the Kuchariflt'a grand 

mystery, 
Doubt not that the love shall triumph sealed with blood 

on Calvary. 

"He who makes man's fnry praise Him, the rffluainder 
shall restrain; 

On wrath's rain, temple nobler shall nplift its fair do- 
main, — 

"Temple grand enough to gather all tlie faithful of all 

time; 
Thwi shall Jubilate Deo blend in tongues of every clime. 

"If we know not such proportions, see our measuring 

line too small; 
Be sure God 's love spans the millions as His sun shines 

over all. 

"Then grieve not at altars broken, or at mould on dier- 

iahed shrine. 
Ood is greater than the ages I Truth is as His life — 

divine I" 

And the Holy Cross in blessing lifted o'er their bow£d 
heads 

Was in substance as the lustre which heaven's open por- 
tal sheds; 
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'Neath its soft suffused glory, blent their outlines with 

pure light. 
As at the Transfiguration heavenly forms were loat from 

sight. 
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The horror which surpassed aU telling; 
The memories stUl welling, welling, 

— Exkauatleas fountain of our pain — 
Let us forget. 
The nights that made us gray ere mornings, 
The desolation of those dawnings. 

Whose like, no suns of fire-red stain 
Had seen before nor may again, 
Let us forget. 

The losses which have made us brothers; 
The sufferings, our own and others', 

The wrecking of a life's long tml. 
Let us forget. 
Lest we grow hard and unforgiving, 
Lest we lose that great joy of living — 
The might to wrest from out the soU 
The wealth that is our rightful spoil — 
Let us forget. 

Lest we get low and weary-hearted 
Thinking of old and new thus parted 

— A gulf whose bridge is hope alone — 
Let us forget. 
Let us look onward to the morrows; 
As monuments o'er buried sorrows 

Piling the best the world has known 
Of iron strength and carven stone. 

Let us forget. 
Lord QodI Help us forget. 
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Francisca Reina 

A stricken queen, but still a queen of queens, 

She sat upon the sloping of her hills 

Where wreck and fire had danced the dance of death. 

Her forehead bowed upon her knees she sat, 

An instant stmmed b; her transceodant woe. 

The smoke still bnmt her eyelids, and her throat 

Quivered with pung^it acids of the flame. 

The acrid vapors of the steaming muck 

Were in her nostrils, and her slackened breath 

Was spent through a^es on her bleeding lips. 

A while all paralyzed, then slow her head 

Upraised, Her eyes were dim. She saw through mists 

The vista of her hills all gray and stiU. 

When would they laugh again f Ten thousand homes 

Had burnt their hearthstones into monuments 

For her as dead. That cup unveiled she saw 

Which fate has ready for the desolate. 

The black wine of despair each hour new pressed 

From envy of the nether gods. This cup. 

Scorned lightly in her pride, he thrust at her 

With coward jeers: "Drink, drink, thou boastful dame. 

Dost mock it now? There's nothing more for thee." 

One glance! The vision came! Her spirit's light 

Broke forth in aureole about her head — 

Olory immortal of a risen soul. 

Upright she stood. Hot cinders burnt her feet — 

She knew it not. With fing^s tense, the cap 

She seized and, like one bom to her own house, 

That black wine of despair she tossed aloft 

Upon the embers and the blistering rocks. 
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" TiB not for me, a qaeen, this dastard draught. 
For lo ! They come — my children from the sea 
Of fire — each man a king. Their garments smoke. 
Their brows deep seamed, but bright with hope. Their 

eyes 
Are brave, their faces set t« conquer death. 
My sons I My sons!" With touch of its old joy 
Her voice rang out among the blackened tombs. 
"Come near, ye bruis^ ones. Unflinching hearts, 
Together make we sacrificial vows 
With orisons unto the rising sun." 
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Francisca Dolorosa 

Fore-doomed the horror of the age to bear, 

By Fate hand-gripped, we went forth from our home 

From mornings to the ending days we fared, 

And from three midnights to their dawns again 

From place to place ; the while, a demon crazed, 

Destruction followed in a pact with Death. 

And yet a aong was on our lips. We smiled 

Into each other's eyes in comradeship. 

The great heart of humanity awoke 

With throbs which stilled the conseioosness of self. 

And we went forth to night that was as day, 
To day that was as night, for time was not. 
The parrot clinging to his master's sleeve 
Forgot his chattering. The songlees birds 
Shivered upon the perch. Dumb creatures' eyes 
.Were pleading unto us. Go forth? Whither T 
To pavements choked with people dazed by shock. 
Smoke-strangled, bent beneath their burdened hacks, 
Half dumb and goblin-like in flame-lit smoke; 
Streets harsh with scrapings of a hasty flight, 
Ashriek with dragging things that blocked omr feet. 
The mountains called and from the docks the cry, 
"This way for life! To save your life, this way." 
For houTB, the sea, far out, had roared its pain. 

But, now, the bay, unmindful of the wounds 
Of Mother Earth, said, "Come, I know a shore 
Of rest : ' ' and thousands followed it to peace, 
On waves resplendent in a world of fire, — 
The light from an Immortal's flaming nest. 
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We smelled the smoke of things revered. Our moutiia 

Were bitter with the char of household goda. 

We trod the cinders from the city's heart, 

Our city, loved as hearthstones are. Whither T 

The parks! A woman's cry. There stood strong men 

Shoulder to shoulder, their broad backs a wall 

Around one stricken ere her time, her bed 

The street. Aye, aye, men 's backs a hasty wall 

To guard that moment holy, from the crowd. 

Instinct of manhood unto motherhood, — 

Ood ! The glory and the pain of it I 

The gentleness of those rough hands which bore 

To sheltering that prostrat« form ! face 

Newborn, adnst with ashes of its home I 

Whithert Unto the hills still green with ^ringt 
The slender fingers of a jewelled dame 
Spread out her fluSy down in silken sheath, 
Beneath the forehead of a negro child. 
Her store of dainties hasty seized, she brake 
Ab bread unto God 's homeless multitude ; 
And seined it to increase, as did the loaves 
Of Him who fed tiie crowds in Oalilee. 

While tongues of dogs unknown licked up the crumbs 
From off our hands in brotherhood of woe. 

The miUioniare 's swift motor-car became 

A thing of life, the while the mac's own hands 

Were black with gathering waifs and strays. This ear 

Was Qod's fleet messenger unto the maimed. 

It flew fllled with sweet faces of the nuns 

To minister beside the narrow cot; 

With the red crosses of the broth^hood 
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Aglow, it flew unto tiie serrice field 

Of skill and love; then black with pri«stly robes 

Which held within the sacred vest the sealed 

Viaticum to cheer the way to death. 

Piled with the fallen and the halt it flew ; 

Then eomforlrnigh for hungry, shivering forma. 

This pleasure-thing, built for the rich man's toy I 

And thus unto the sand dunes and the tides 
We fled, alone or in some brother's care; 
And that red glare beat on us yet for days, 
Till hearts grew strong with giving othem cheer. 

No strangers then ! All races were akin 

By God's one fatherhood to all. A man 

Was but a man unto a man. Enough! 

One brand of pain was on us alL I knew 

My sister by the grime upon her hands. 

My mother ! Waa not she that babbling one 

Who tottered from the doorway of her shack 

With smoking garments, prone upon my feett 

Not rainef ThoBe children dragging at my skirts f 

My brother from the hill of palaces, 

nis softened features gray with cinder dust 

Of mansions, now forgetting his own loss, 

Tender as to the flrBtborn of his house, — 

He wraps within his coat of sable warmth 

The sleeping child he found upon the street. 

The holy joy of such a fellowship I 

The angels must have wept and worshipped God. 

Thou city of our hearts I Wilii that first rage 
Of passion primitive we loved, we loved, 
Tet helpless saw thee struggle, ga^ and fall. 
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What meant the song upon our lipst The nplift 
Of shock f The nervous power of pain supreme f 
Nay, nay 1 The an^l hands were blinding ua, 
Lest knowing we go mad before the chrism 
Of hope, their fingers touched upon our eyes. 
The solemn joy of newborn faith in life, 
And faith bom of catastrophe is strength. 
Extremity like thine revealed to us 
That thou wert of God's plan unto the world 
To civilize. We saw that thou must rise 
In evolution of His purposes 
From thy baptism of fire to higher life. 
Thus meant the song unconscious on our lips ; 
A Resurrexit in a Requiem Chant. 
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Francisca Madre 

New Year, 1907 

What cheer, Francisco Madre, what of cheer 

For this, the world's expectant yeart 

Struggles uncanny hast thou now 

"While still upon tJiy cheek the tear. 

The laborer's sweat is on thy brow; 

Thy hands have changed the timbrels for the spade ; 

Thy feet that danced go finn and unafraid. 

With front of light thon farest to and fro 

Among a city full 

Of wrecks, eadi stone a shrine to memory dear. 

When smites all ruthlessly upon thy face 

The crime of blood, while from Uiy noble place 

Greed's hookfed fingers reach to thy disgrace. 

With such unnatural foe 

Thy courage is more pitiful 

Than thy first woe. 

life that riots in the Western breast ! 
Despair it knows not, no, nor rest, 
But in Fate's challenge finds its best. 
Through all the pulses of thy throbbing mart. 
It thrills thee, city of the bleeding heart ; 
Thrills thee with promise of the coming year. 

Francisca of our love, what cheer t 

On every side we hear 

The hammer and the chisel ply, 

And creaking of the wains that thrust us by. 

The carven stone had been thy creed. 

But to thy children's sudden need 

Thou offerest with averted eye 
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A Bheath of iron and wood ; 
They answer throngh a stifled cry, 
"Yea, mother, this is goodl" 
And pledge thee for a glad New Year. 

Fraucisca, watcher of the Dight, what cheer 1 

By day, thou paintest in the future's glow. 

The fair dream city which the world shall know. 

But when thou gazest through the chill 

Of night from hill to blackened hill. 

Travail of ta^ gigantic must o'erfill 

Thy souL 'Tis then thou shudderest with the pain 

Of Memory and Hc^e in mortal strain. 

But Hope, the strong twin-sister of the Dawn, 

Forever young, smiles with each rising sun 

Upon the yet wreck- jagg£d slopes, and lo I 

The broken hearthstones flush in rosy glow, 

Above new homes that nestle at thy feet, 

Like the swift-lighted gulls of gray. And thou, 

Dear mother, liftest thy rejoicing brow, 

As the fleet-footed momenta run, 

Foreshadowed splendors of the year to greet. 

Thou hast rich welcome for tie hovering Year 
That poises on thy threshold half in fear. 
There's a cheer, Francisca Madre, thbbb is chgbb. 
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Franciscans Thanksgiving 

WheD the hordes of barbarian Persians 
Ijsid the beauty of Athens in waste, 
With her sons came their women and children 
Making tows to the gods, and in haste 
Bearing stones for the walls and the turrets, 
Till a city arose at whose shrine 
The centuries kneeled in unlading 
Their argosies ' purple and wine. 
Then .^Ischylns, reading his vision, 
Sang the song of the city's new morn; 
Myron felt for the soul of Uie marble 
"Which in Phidias later was bom. 

By a power more dread than an army 

Destruction has come to our gates, 

And it struck with a terror and blindness 

Which tossed us like toys of the Fates. 

But give thanks that man's greatest is left us, 

The strength and the courage to do, 

A purpose as grim as our fathers ' 

Who builded good cites and true. 

Qive thanks for the grain 'a golden harvest, 

Sun-gamer of wind-rippled fields; 

For the opened st^rehonse of the mountains 

Where each year its new treasure up-yields. 

True children of Argonauts are we. 
And our struggles to theirs are akin ; 
Though the trials be hoste like the Persians, 
An Athenian valor shall win. 
Then Art shall rise from the ashes. 
An immortal unhurt by her scars ; 
And a voice shall be heard in &e ruins 
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With a flong that shall quicken the Btars. 
As with T0W8, the bmlders of Athens 
Made a shrine of each wall they upraised, 
So may we make our eity a temple 
To the God whom onr fathers have praised. 

Then ^read we the feast of Thank^ving 
With a hymn for the days of old ; 
Cheers shall rii^ for the arduous Present 
And the Mnmphs the Future shall hold. 
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How We Went Out 

She wore five skirts, he wore two hats, 

He led the dog, she carried eats ; 

A blanket, soldierwise, about 

Each waist was coiled, they both were stout. 

He had a bundle on bis back 

And draped a trunk along the track. 

She bore a hat box and a grip ; 

The squirming kittens made her trip. 

Those catlings yowled beneath her we^ht; 

He picked her ap and swore at Fate. 

In baleful glare of reddish light. 

They knew not were it day or night — 

They plodded towards the Qoldeu Gate, 

Then sat upon their trunk to wait. 

Was this Oie end, or should they go 

Still farther to the "Westward Ho!" 

They found a waif fast strapped on skates 

Cryii^f by the Presidio gates; 

He'd lost his pa and on his h^id, 

Top-heavy, bore the family bed. 

She cheered him with a mother squeeze. 

And fed him of the bread and cheese. 

With other pets aronnd their knees. 

The flames had reached a hotel dome I 

A lady rich in mines of Ncone 

Rushed down the stairs to find the street, 

Rolling her packs before her feet. 

Her latest hat she had assumed 

To save its owlet, newly planted. 

A skirt above her robe de nuit 

Was all the dress that one could see ; 

Her Paris gowns of great expense 

Were not just then in evidence 
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Save by a cuff or bit of lace 
Exuding from a [nUow case. 
She dragged her bundles in this plight, 
Half Gonaciously c^e felt them light, — 
One backward glance! A wretched wrack 
Of nameless garments marked her track. 
A rubber bag — the long-necked kind — 
Was erawhng like a worm behind. 
A passer cried — or was it craze T — 
"Madam, your hat is all ablaze." 
She dashed it down upon the pave, 
That bird must go her life to save. 
One hack despairing look she cast, 
The sight will haunt her to the last, — 
That owl's glass eyes in vengeful ire 
Glared at her from a wreath of fire. 

A forty-niner, camped in town, 

Had watched Uie city burning down; 

The dignity of one tiled hat 

He'd reached through suffering, and that 

To save, he'd make a sacrifice, 

And so he wore it ; awful price ! 

An outgrown baby cart he found. 

And started prospecting new ground. 

Unconsciously he took the word 

Of time's old slogan, long unheard 

Since he went broke upon the Trust; 

"Pardner, we'U make Twin Peaks or bust.' 

A house by hotel-swelldom kept: 
Itahan virtuosos slept 
Far up and dreamed of Italy, 
Vendettas of dear Sicily, 
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Vesuvius and her latest tricks, — 

When suddenly the rattling bricks 

Made nightmare of the passing dream ; 

Veauvius, still the latest theme, 

Came first to mind, as down the stair 

They rushed upon the facing square. 

Cried one with T^t dramatic air, 

Arms waving wildly in despair, 

"O thou, Vesuvius, my own! 

A shake like this thou ne'er hast known! 

Why did I leave my mountain tJiusT 

Heart of my heart, Vesuvius 1 

Oh, give me my Vesuvius!" 

This tragic artist wore the while 

Pajamas of the latest style. 

What man, think you, it was would do sof 

His name? The rhyme demands Caruso f 

In garments anything but fresh, 
She rolled in amplitude of flesh 
From one to other of her brood, 
Asweat with love and packing food, 
"Here, Jakey, come and lif dis pile; 
Don't go yourself away a mile, 
Stay wid your pa and help to pull 
Dat trunk, for it is plenty full. 

"Here, Bruder Abe, yon 're high and strong 
To push your gran 'pa's chair along. 
Now go him slow or you make wrong. 
Vere's ZolomonsT Vot for you vaitf 
I teUs you keep dat pu^y straight. 
Der papy I She is pack inside ; 
Now give yotur little sister ride. 
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Don't look aroun', but mind your feet. 
How much times must I toie you boT 
You miBchief poy, now dare ehe go I 
You spiUa mine papy in der street I" 

"0 God of Israeli" groaned the sipe, 
"Found Father Abram once a firef 
Had Yacob in der vildemiss 
Pulled ever such a load like fhist" 
From puffy pores the sweat oozed out, 
For he was greasy, short, and stout. 

"You look jnst like those pack mules, Jim, 
When we came down from Washbowl Bim:' 
The grips were strapped fdl over him. 
"All right, my girl, you can't say much 
About appearances and such; 
Give me another pack before 
I wedge you through the big front door. 
Yon are so trussed up with these things 
Ton cannot spread your angel wings. 
But you're an angel and dead game; 
Let's hit the trail in search of fame." 
"01 hush, you boy, it is a crime 
To joke at such an awful time. 
Our home ! How can we let it go I 

Here Eddy died — Jim, you know " 

"Don't ery, old girl; if I break up 
I might collapse that painted cup. 
The mines at Washbowl still are rieh; 
Oh, luck, we'll get the diamond hitch." 
Whence but from guardian angel's power 
Come cheer and courage in such hour I 
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Giuseppe swore this was not Rome ; 
He sweat, he wept, asd thought of home 
On Tiber's bank, hut quite forgot 
That sometimes there the meals were not 
As frequent as the classic shade. 
Nor was the bundle he had made 
At leaving Borne too great to bear. 
Of goods to-day, if he'd been there, 
How easy he'd have dragged his share. 

He met the barber, old Prangois : 
They landed, in their two patois, 
The beauties of the old eountrie, 
But chose to bum and still be free. 

"Now, Biddy, give yourself a hunch 
And get the childer in a bunch, 
The soldier orthers us to go." 
Now Biddies argue well, you know. 
And Paddy had a bad half hour 
Ezptaiuing military power; 
And not until appeared once more 
A gun which seemed to fill the door. 
Its dreaded threat would she obey; 
"0 Pat, begorra is the day 
I left ould Ireland for you. 
As granny said, i'faith 'tis thrue." 

When she begun, it was a whirl, 

She loaded down each boy and girl ; 

Hitched up to go-carts full of duds, 

Th^ pulled and frisked like Shetland studs. 
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She bameased Pat to homemade fills. 

And poshed behind to cross the hills. 

"And is't to lave the dare ould place!" 

She cried. ' ' Mary, full of grace I 

Mother o'Qod, look down the dayt 

Pat, mind the childer," — and away 

Wi^Lin the church's toppling door 

One precious moment on the Soor 

She told hex beads with Aves o 'er. 

That church, fire-doomed I Her prayer its last I 

faith God-blest for ages past I 

Ad auto piled with silken pnfiFs 
And glittering Oriental stuffs 
Drove down upon the sand, wave-damp, 
Seeking in haste a midnight camp. 

A group of Chinamen was near, 
Each man an Oriental seer, 
Calm in his fatalistie cheer. 
With rice-bag parcds banked around. 
They stood or squatted on the ground. 
Quick spoke tiie leader of the crew, 
"My boys! you like they helpee youV 
"Thanks, John, these ladies are so cold;" 
The stranger said, and offered gold ; 
"Me helpee you, no likee pay; 
Me aUe same white man to-day." 
Then with deft, long-fingered hands, 
Tb^ improvised upon the sands 
A tent of Persian prayer-cloths made 
With priceless rugs for carpet laid; 
A couch of fluffy pillows piled, 
Those heads to doubtful rest b^uiled. 
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When morning dawned, red-fluslied but chill. 

Poises vere slow and voices still; 

Within the tent all cheer had died; 

A squeaky treble piped ontside, 

"Madam, she likee bowl of rioef 

I think she find him belly nice." 

Fluffy and white each kernel stood, 

A thing alone, a steaming food, 

Cooked by this wrinkled Chinaman, 

Cooked as Celestials only can. 

The native dames were unsurprised, 

The Eastern ladies recognized 

A yellow angel, but disguised. 
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Franrasca Diligente 

May to August, 1906 

No more "Indifferent to F&te 
She edts beside the Golden Oste;" 
But casts abont with watchful eyet 
If Diligence perchance surprise 
Some wandering relief Bupplies; 
We thought we had no public squares, 
But she has found them eTerywherefl; 
They showed up quick with army tents 
And shacks and cooking implements; 
"While from a bread line improvised 
Qood things she duly authorized, 
With life no longer simplified 
To coffee and a bacon side. 
She mothers well these refuge camps; 
And watches all the flickering lamps. 

South Market Street in peace abides 

Indefinite upon the sides 

Of hilly parks whose sacred green 

Had never such despoiling seen. 

In vain the neighbors may protest 

That this continuanee is no jest, 

For mighty ones serenely say, 

"These camper folk have come to stay;" 

While vicious wags, "Ah, ha I The boats 

Political are steered by votes I" 

She gives them tenteehoola every day; 

The bands for them on Sunday play ; 

Sermons and hymns, each to his mind, 

Assorted here ihe pious find. 
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A table d'hSte she has essayed 
Beneath the park trees' ready shade; 
Till those who toil for bread and cheese 
Have sometimes envied refugees. 
Who would attack a pile of brick 
When sonp was waiting hot and thick t 
Who likes the mortar-laden breeze 
While seats are empty under treest 
And yet, her naughty children cried : 
"O Ma, Buch eggs! They ain't balf fried." 
Hear that, ye hapless ones who pay 
And hnmb^ take what cornea your way. 
Ingratitude was such surprise 
That poor Francisca wiped her eyes, 
And thought of her reduced supplies; 
Not being learned in landhird lore 
Of showing gnimblerB to the door. 

Far from indifferent, of late 
She oftentimes consults with Fate 
In watchinga round the Golden Gate. 
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The Simple Life— on Sidewalks 

ApTH,190e 

A lady, dainty, yoong, and fair, 

Waa cooking in the open air; 

Slie wore a sweater for a waist, 

Her Easter bat her head begraced, 

Her biiaband — aiao with a hat, 

A silkra tile-^emarely sat 

Coatlees upon the curb; his feet 

Adorned the gutter of the street. 

Tbeir stove was but a pile of bricks, 

Flnng down by recent chinmey tricks 

Of tiding headers throogb the air; 

These were a honeymooning pair 

And found first hoasdceepixig no joke ; 

Her eyes were streaming with the smoke, 

The while the sputtering ham she fried; 

The chips he diligently plied 

To flames that blew four ways at once; 

He softly swore he was a dnnce 

Who never built a stove before ; 

"My love," he cried, "it needs a door," 

And then a moment all went well, 

While west winds had a lucid spell; 

"Now hurry, Jack, while things are hot; 

You take ihe pot, 

I've got the pans. There come patrols, 

You'd best stamp out those burning coals. 

Then up the front steps they'd run. 

Laughing as if such life were fun. 

The life indoors was simpler still, 

And all day long a midnight chill 

Wrapped her like hydropathic sheet; 

She went outdoors to warm h^ feet: 
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No spark npon the hearthstone cheered, 

For If a enrl of smoke appeared, 

A bayonet six feet h>ng or more 

Came flaahing through the opened door. 

And water was a luxury rare 

To be conserved with greatest care. 

For when Jack brought it from afar, 

Where things escaped the recent jar. 

To heat it for her selBsh nse 

Was of hia kindness an abuse. 

The evenings were in simple life 

Devoid of interesting strife. 

If throttgh the streets they took a torn. 

Because indoors no lights could bum. 

The omnipresent khakis said, 

'"Tis time good folks were all in bed;" 

The simple life at night was dark, 

For if escaped one little spark 

From hidden candle after eight. 

There came a rattling at the gate, — 

"Put out that light I" a stem voice cried. 

"All right," he amiably replied. 

He tried to imitate the mouse. 

But tumbled things about the house 

Till echoes rang, for every chair 

Seemed placed jost right to make him swear. 

Against l^e door he bumped his head, 

Then tumbled crossways into bed. 

It was a morning's task to find 

The garments he bad cast behind. 
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Yon teadiera, try this simple life 
Ton call "devoid of oervoaB strife." 
See how yoa feel the sonl's spent wings 
Flntter amid aneh simple things. 
See how the dross, by spirit fire 
Is sublimated from desire, — 
That Inst for comfort of the fiesb ; 
Mark me, you'll know yourselves afresh. 
This gleeful couple did their best 
To jollify the long-drawn test; 
But daily trial recognized 
— By moonlight they philosophized — 
That life somewhat more civilized 
Was worth the hardens it disguised. 
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The Simple Life— in Tents 

Ten thousand kliaM tents or more. 

The parks' green hillsides scattered o'er, 

To the idealist might seem 

Idyllic as a shepherd's dream. 

As landscape gardening, they're not bad; 

Worse picnic places may be had; 

As summer camps a month or more 

One may endure the flapping door 

And drafts that sweep across the floor; 

The dust and odors in the clothes 

To tent flaps pinned in swinging rows ; 

Wall shadows cast by careless lamps 

Betrajdng secrets to the camps: 

As habitations to endure 

They should be studied for a cure. 

The simple life in them pursued 

Proves both disquieting and crude; 

That which in art is picturesque, 

For living proves a coarse burlesque. 
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Hie Simple life— in dubs 

April, 1906 

From Tuions jimketingB with fate 

Six dab men sat in dreary state; 

Milliona they'd lost, each man a few, 

A few were left to start anew. 

"No hard-lnek stories, now, you Ix^ys." 

Eaeh man was gray. "Let's tell oar joys." 

A deep voice growled, "iSj tlkroat's so dry, 

There's one old jay I'd like to try. 

Ton see those tnmblers npside down. 

And not a lemon in the townt" 

He groaned at sncb nnnatnral woe 

Who'd se«i nnmored his millions go. 

One Koflerer bounded from his seat, 

Flew down the stairs as light and fleet 

As wings of yoatb were on his feet. 

For tiiia hoar saved from fire and shoek, 

An office stood npon the dock. 

A man of venffirsble mieu 

Writing alone conld there be seen; 

And thither came oar millionaire, 

Familiar and most debonair. 

"Say, Mac, those fellows at the dab I 

Ton know they've had an awfol mb." 

Behind his Hpectaolee' gold rim, 
Belaxed a bit Mao's visage grim; 
These words appealed right up to him. 
The office door he gently locked, 
His visitor seemed nothing shocked. 
Respectable and qnite correct 
A safe atood there ; who would aaspeot 
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That comfort, coDtrsband, could hide 

Within its little black inside t 

From double depths all cool and dark 

That host drew forth a glinting spark, 

The which his eager guest received 

As writ of lite to the reprieved. 

"Come here, you love," he softly cried, 

"My coat's got loose enough to hide 

A dozen such. Ijet's take a ride." 

Then forth upon the dock they walked. 

These Innocents at home, and talked 

With manners grave and dignified, 

How life must be more simplified; 

On reconstruction well discoursed. 

That forces must be reinforced. 

Until they reached the auto, where 

The cops passed by with guiltless air. 

Mac whispered then, "Now speed that road 

As if you had a red-cross load, ' ' 

What general or potentate 

Triumphant from the field or state, 

Could with this hero be compared. 

This dear old swell who loved and dared f 

And when he set that bottle down, 
Those clubmen seized the Bourbon crown 
As rebels often had before. 
The hero was ordained to pour 
Into each glass the precious store. 
Reverent they watched the sacred rite, 
Then held their crystals to the light, 
And how they read its golden glow, 
'Tis the elect alone can know. 
They passed the nectar to and fro 
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Beneath eadi expert noatril's plsy — 

Delicious test of its boaqnet; 

So lovera revel in delay. 

And then a solenm moment fell — 

Each glass was drained, its dainty well 

A heaven no futile pen may teU. 

The coi^ they toasted to the cheer, 
And hong it on the chandelier; 
Berihboned there it swings, the first 
To break the record of the thint. 
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The Reason Why 

Up and down the face of Telegraph Hill 

While our city was swept by flames, 
An Italian tore, and he prayed and he swore, 

And he called all his saints by name. 

■When, deaf or afar, they answered him not, 

He dissolved into filial tears; 
In the red-black sky atilt the pyre blazed high 

Of the city he'd loved for yeara. 

Then a sndden thought lit his swarthy face, 
"The Patron! St Francis, the hlestl" 

In relief from despair, he plunged down the long stair 
To his house with its relic chest. 

Quoth he, as a banner of silk he unfurled, 

"This is Francis Assisi's hour; 
A saint of such fame must defend his name, 

Our homes he must save by bis power, ' ' 

That banner be waved that Assisi might see. 

But still the flames rolled on ; 
"0 Francis! behold the folk and the gold!" 

But by morning the city was gone. 

All nii^t he had borne St. Francis on high 

From each point of that rampart-wall. 
"What's the use of a saint!" With his hlaspemous plaint 

He collapsed, Asaisi and all. 

Next day, quite limp from the shock to his faith. 

That banner he found where it lay 
On a roof, with the face staring up in disgrace. 

Half buried in ashes of gray. 



.dbyGoogle 



,ab,GoOgIc 



Tunes of War 



IFramTnaiciMca Reina and Other Poemi": 

A. M. Rohertaon, San Francuco 
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The Salute of the "Immoitalite^ 

(Manila Bay, August 12, 1898.) 

The coming dawn flung out her pennants grey 
Above Manila, where, like baffled tigers hid. 
Lay crouched the war ships of the children of the Cid, 
While Dewey's fleet held Europe's wolves at bay. 

The morning, with her sudden orient hand, 

A shower of sunbursts cast where brooding seas 

Crooned softly to the shore. 

The waiting land 

Looked up in dread if yet the breeze 

Were laden with the war-blasts roar ; 

Looked toward our fleet of spars 

With stripes of fire sun-trimmed and burning stars. 

The arm6d silence of our flag defiance hurled, 

Where from the Olympia's peak its bannered fold, 

Unbound upon aerial waves of gold, 

Flung out its daring message to the world, — 

Our final word, the lifted rod of power. 

Spain ! hast thou the prescience of thy fateful hour t 

These tides upbore the English prows of steel ; 
Far off the scowling Kaiser tamed his keel ; 
Mikado's sun flushed red before the Russian 'a frown. 
While they whose aires had scoffed at Louis' ancient 

dower 
Li haste before the Czar bent down. 

Still bunt of kings upon Manila 's bay I 

A mufQed danger breathed upon the main. 

Beady to spring our ocean bloodhounds lay. 

The Lion I Did he proclaim a strange or friendly land 
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When toward Cavite swept faU proud command ! 
The Nations' sentries jostled in the strain. 
Aghast the Eagle and the Bear that da^! 

Prom out the British prows in open view 
The Immortality eame forth alone — 
The Lion's flag-ship by its legends known, 
Two crosses blazed upon a field of blue ; 
With storied symbol of its power unfurled, 
Our ships it faced in presence of a world. 
crucial hour I Was the Olympia now to meet 
The standard of a hostile or a friendly fleet t 

Britannia's ship with signal flags bcdight, 

PasBcd down our opened lines. 

At full salute, she toward our flag-ship swung 

Before the array of royal battle signs. 

Agape and hushed, the nations at the sight 1 

Then from the English deck out-rung 

Our eonntry's anthem, which the winds bore wide 

To jealous kings across the listening tide. 

Te lands, upon the eve of battle stayed, 

Under all Europe's hungry guns 

It was our own Star Spangled Banner Song 

A-breeze by Briton's sons, 

Beneath Saints George and Andrew's shade: 

Her child-republic's place acknowledged to the world 

On this portentous day by Albion's flag unfurled. 

Outbursting from tiiose flag-ships twain, a eey 
Woke all the dreaming hazes in reply. 
With brow uncovered our Commander stood 
Beneath Old Glory's loos^ied fold. 
Amidst his staff of loyal brotherhood. 
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Then fnmi the Olympia burst that paean loved of oM, 

"God Save tte Queen," No men that bide 

Upon the seas have ever poured a nation 'a pride 

ThroT^b brazen boms so triumph filled 

As those glad trumpets which that day out east 

A mother's hymn beneath a daughter's mast. 

The watchii^ squadrons with forebodings thrilled. 

Across the waves the Htormy Prossian frowned ; 
Looked forth the crouching Bear, 
Scowling at him whose flowery islands rise 
'Where Fujiyama's snows are ever fair. 
And they of France, in dumb surprise 
They looked for him, the man they found 
When Dewey's flag above Manila's gate 
Untangled yet another knot of fate. 

O England ! 'tis for deeds like this, to thee 

Our hearts are turned. Across the wrathful years 

Thy offered hand : the rancor and the tears 

Foi^tten in the blessing which shall be 

When side by side those brother flags are furled, 

Till Anglo-Saxon peace shall lead the world. 
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Dewey in Waiting 

{Manna, May l-Avgust 13, 1898.) 

Qod of onr fathers! gaard hia waya 
Who bore the atrain throngh many days; 
Who held within a single hand 
The honor of hia native land ; 
Whose ward ceased not with tropic li^t. 
Whose thoughts engarrisoned the night, 
Whose Tigilanoe forestalled the dawn 
And still patrolled each unknown mom; 
Who stood alone and unafraid. 
And the aggreaaive nations stayed 
With tact more potent than the might 
That took an empire in a ni^t. 
What but the hollow of Thy hand 
O'ershadowed him in that far land, 
When error meant a name defamed, 
Imperiled cause, a country shamed t 
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Decoration Day 

There are graves cm many hill-sides. 
White stones in shining rows, 

■Where half a hundred winters 
Have spread their velvet snows. 

To each the Springtime priestess 
Her Paschal flowers will bear; 

Each Summer's offered ineense 
Will breathe a people's prayer. 

Over seas in tropic jungles 

Of Cuba and Luzon, 
The tangled thickets eov^ 

What mothers ealled their own. 

Bat snows shall never whiten 
The graves wide scattered there ; 

Above them alien blossoms 
Their censers swing in air. 
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Espana Doloroea 

There vere tean in Andalniia, 

There vu wailing in Castile, 
Leon was dark vith aorrow, 

In Aragon the peal 
Of dirge fonereal sounded ; 

For DOW the &ag of Spain, 
From four hundred years of waving, 

Would never rise again 
Where the Pearl of the Antilles 

Makes the isle of sweet delights. 
On the Carribean waters 

And Morro's battled heights. 

For tiie Senor Gastellanos 

With no sceptre in his hand, 
Gave the keys of power ancestral 

To a hated victor land, 
From the Palace of Havana, 

Where crime had had its sway; 
Where the sins of generations 

Bow the shoulders of to-day. 

He looked not back in weakness 

With a quiver for the past. 
Nor upward to the turret 

Where an alien flag was cast. 
One cried, "Espana viva!" — 

Hia heart shook with surprise ; 
They saw one sudden tremor. 

One unbrushed tear-drop rise; 
But he trod the marble stairway 

With a martial step and bold. 
Left the Palace of Havana 

With its secrets all untold. 
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Ah, woe to thee, Granada! 

Thy sins are at thy door; 
The enfFering of the ages 

Returns to thy own shore. 
Hist! thy children's "Miserere," — 

It ia history's fate-wnmg ehimea. 
And the blood-sweat of their foreheads 

Is the dripping of thy crimes. 

Ah, woe is thee, Albama ! 

The blood-stain still ia there ; 
Haste, haste to piirge thy spirit 

With penance and with prayer! 

At, Espanal read the writing 
Of ttie hand upon the wall; 

Ai, Espana Dolorosa! 
Beware lest worse befall! 
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" Remembered ^ 

(Havana, Janvary 1, 1899.) 

Three Jaekiea went rowing far oat in the bay, 
Far oat in the bay when the son was hi^ ; 

And those laddies — ^they did a deed that day 
Which shoald make them beloved forever and aye. 

For they placed our flag on the wave-waahed wreck, 
On the wave-washed wreck of the storied Maine ; 

Those Jaekies, Uiey climbed on the rocking deck 
To flaunt that flag in the face of Spain. 

They swung it high over davit and beams, 
Over davit and beams for the love of her name. 

And for love of the lads, who from sleep and dreams. 
Went to dreamleas sleep and unconscious fame. 

And it waved beneath the Morro's height, 

The Morro's height in Havana bay; 
Not a Spaniard looked on the daring sight. 

But thought of another winter's day; 

Of a salient day not a year agone. 
Not a year agone, but oh I for the change I 

A kingdom lost and a nation bom, 
And Columbia 's flag with an ocean range. 

Then ho I for the lads who rowed out in the bay. 
Bowed out in the bay with the stripes and stars; 

Bless God for the thought in their hearts that day. 
The brave true hearts of the jolly tars. 
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Lexington Day, 1905* 

On the htrndrecl and thirtieth Lexington day, 

What can there remain for a daughter to say 

Not already said for a score of times 

In loftiest epic or lyrical rimes f 

From the year seventy-five to the year eighty-three 

We have sung every deed that helped make ns free. 

From the Puritan fathers who climbed Plymouth rocks 

And the deified women who mended their socks, 

To the squire's cocked hat and our grandmothers' stays, 

We've told all we know of colonial days. 

We've sung the wild ride of the yonng Paul Revere, 
And the famons doings of Boston town; 
Fop the Lexington dead we have dropped the tear ; 
We've clambered old Bunker Hill up and down ; 
Li feathers and paint we have made our salt tea ; 
British Stamps have bestrewed the Atlantic shore; 
Connecticut's charter we've hid in the tree, 
Proclamations of freedom we've made by the score. 
The Delaware crossing has not lacked its fame ; 
Valley Forge has become as a saered name. 
We've toasted the mothers who loaded the gims 
And then wove the homespun for husbands and sons ; 
While of Betty's red petticoat cut into Sags, 
Even now every feminine one of na brags. 
From Georgia to Maine of the battles we've gained, 
To make modest mention, we've never rei^ained. 
In short, Toung Liberty's torches and caps 
We've painted all over the country's new maps. 

In the North and the South we have found our great men 
And called them by name till the world should hear ; 
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We've sorted them out with duKTimmate pen 
From Washington down to the last volnnteer. 
Not forgetting the heroea &om over the aea, 
Whose banners bore eagles and French fieur de Us. 

In onr anoeston' homely life we have shared, 

And their foibles, too, we never have qiared ; 

Those Poritan idiims we've delighted to tease. 

Aye, the penalties dire for a Sunday kiss ; 

In a climate where everything else wonld freese 

Tbey thought to forbid this tropical bliss. 

With sly little thrusts we've made them onr game. 

Note that wooer by proxy, — Miles Standish by name. 

The sins of our fathers, we've dragged ta the light. 

But with filial devotion we've made them oar own ; 

We claim all their valor, bat shirk not the sight 

Of pillories, burnings, and casting a atone. 

To their tiroes we maintain that their errors were due, 

That their virtues were many, their faults were but few; 

Though we shrink from some facts of our country's 

rough youth. 
We propose to accept the historical trath. 

Thus the good and the bad, in loving refrain 
We have sung to the world again and again. 
So what is there left for us now to rehearse 
But back to return by the way that we came. 
And in rhythmical prose or prosaioal verse 
To vary our song though the theme be the same. 

So from Torktown back to the first of the days 
In the year seventy-five on April nineteen, 
When the people stood at the parting of ways. 
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And made their choice oa the village ^een, 
Each year let us tell, like the saered heads 
On a rosary great as the nation's name, 
The string of all those glittering deeds 
Well worthy to shine in a nation's fame. 

Then here's to the day, the heginning of power. 
When the choice was made which gave as the dower 
Of our right to be free, by the eight lives sealed, 
By the hearts' hot blood on Lexington field. 
And here's to the six-score years and ten 
Of a nation's life which have passed since then; 
And here's to the future oar children must brave, 
A problem as great as their fathers e'er knew, — 
This land, from prosperity 's dangers to save ; 
A debt to their vast inheritance due. 
So here's to our sires, our sons and our land, 
And here's to the power, which today we wield! 
May our fathers' Ood be the might of our hand. 
To our sons may He be their buckler and shield I 
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The Glory of **The White Man's Burden" 

{Witk acknowUdgment$ to Bu^ord EipUng.) 

Aye, take "The White Man's Borden," 

And glory in the place 
Mutations of strange peoples 

Have thrust upon yonr race. 
Reek not the price it costa yon, 

Though it be the "best ye breed," 
For Freedom ia no phantasm. 

Nor Liberty mere creed. 

Strong in your might of master. 

Strong in your brawn and pride. 
Ye have the hand unflindiing 

"In patience to abide." 
Cleave priaon walls of darkness, 

The former (wntnries' dower; 
Let in the light of knowledge. 

Though blows seem cruel power. 

Despair not of the burden ; 

Ood's prophet felt the stress, 
The murmurs of weak Israel 

Still in the wilderness. 
The promised land's true blessii^ 

Those "fluttered folk" shall know, 
When they behold their country 

To nobler measure grow. 

Aeeq)t "The White Man's Borden" 

As duty's master-stroke; 
The freeman's high ideal 

"Tour weariness shall cloak." 
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And fntnre fears shall dow it 
To those who give yoa jeers, 

There is a verdict higher 
Than "The judgment of your peers." 

Eieh generations gave you 

The brain to think and plan ; 
Grudge not the (eons' blessings 

To fliis "child-devil" man. 
Hold fast "The White Man's Burden," 

Though grudged the patriot's meed; 
For Freedom is no phantasm. 

Nor Liberty mere creed. 
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Victoria Regina 

The earth U f nil of tears. "The Qneen isdead!" 
Te men, with crSpe upon yonr king's array, 
Why make ye pageant over weary clsyf 

If ye have loved her, do the things she said. 

She reela from strifes which broke her heart at last; 
That heart — in love with peace — stonned by the roar 
Which crashed npon the Imperial Island 'b shore ; 

She sees God's porpose now, with view more vast. 

Sing hallelujah I Let the requiems cease ! 
As angels are, all youi^ of form and fair. 
So she, to-day; half wondering to be where 

War blazons not, and life abides in peace. 

Tear off the purple bands I Cast them away I 
Hushed is love's parting sob — the years refrain. 
She who was widowed, walks in white again ; 

Stain not with grief yoor liady's nuptial day. 

Te passing bells, a Jubilate ring I 
Sound, bugles, sound 1 Te heralds, cry the hour I 
Your Queen approaches now the Gracious Power, 

Received into the Presence of The King. 
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Labor, tlie Prophet 

I am grim Labor, I who boldly stand 

And over God's brown acres raise my hand. 

Tyrants, ye heard the marching of my feet 

Down through all time towards the oppressor's seat; 

Te tremble when before your faee I raise 

My hands all grimy with the forge's blaze. 

My heralds shout upon the hills afar; 

The firmament is shaken by the star 

Of despots hurled from heaven into the sea. 

No longer shall the winds of vengeance be 

Held back by angels lest they hurt the earth; 

The vials are full, — ^the hour is come to birth. 

Masters, ye shudder at the nearing roar 
Of angry waves that break upon your 8h(a«. 
Each drop of that tumultuous sea is mine. 
Behold, that sea reflects the face divine 1 
The people are the sea ; athwart your patii 
They sni^ before God's tidal breath of wrath. 

Across t^e raging of the storm I hear 
The angels of the new life coming near; 
Their tnunpets sound above the tempest's roar: 
"The toilers' bands are loosed f orevermore. " 
And I, grim Labor, I shall wear the crown 
Which kings and priests in tenor will oast down 
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The Spirit to the Spoilers 

Spoilers of men, beware the dawniDg hour; 
Heed ye the shapes that haimt yoor dreams of power. 
The ghoata of centoriea of wrong arise, 
Their oriflammes of death before your eyea. 
They point with ^lastly filacers to your brows of Gain ; 
They cry, "Behold the earth-uicttmbering heaps of 
slain." 

And who are these f These dead that gape onto the skiee t 
Was here a battle where men stood with equal chance, — 
Feu face to face, each man, his eftort like a lauee 
Full Bet to do its honest worst unto his foet 
See ye the helmet and the aword receive the blow. 
When each one strives alike to wreck or save a lifef 
See ye the weapons of an honorable strife t 

Ye traffic princes, monarehfi of red gold, 
Beware the fat« of kings of old, 
For ye are one with th^n in scepta^ power ; 
Forget not years have brought the toila^' hour. 
The centuries accuse ye. But a new one springs 
From God with promise on its wings I 

Qo haste to loose your brothers' bands before 
The sounds of woe are heard within your door. 
The angel of a waiting vengeance stands. 
The golden censer iu bia lifted hands ; 
It smokes with fire from oft the altar ta'en 
Where ye have cast atoning gems in vain. 
Haste, haste ; he flings the censer to the floor 
Of earth ; he swears your time shall be no more. 
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Yankee Doodle Up to Date* 

I 

Old Spain took Cuba by the bair 
And fearfully abused her; 
Said Uncle Sam, "Hold on, my Dons, 
Too long you have misused ber." 

Yankee Doodle help her out, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
"As friendly nei^bors don't you think 
Free Cubans would be handy t" 

When Dona blew up the Yankee Maine, 
Said Uncle Sam, "I swear it. 
My boys shall clear that Spanish main ; 
Let him object who dare it." 

Yankee Doodle, seize their ships, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
"Before our reckoning's done they'll find 
It is no school-boy pandy." 

n 

Then arm in arm, our Uncle sailed 
With Dewey round Manila, 
Said he, "Now, Dewey, tell me where 
Is Spain's renowned flotilla!" 

Yankee Doodle, shell 'em out, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
"You sunk 'emt shot you must have found 
That harbor bottom handy." 
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Said he, "Now, Dewey, luep your hold 
While I run home a minate, 
111 send you loads of soldier boys, 
They're dyin' to be in it" 

Yankee Doodle harry up, 

Yankee Doodle Dan^, 
"For Dons and Aguinaldo's tribes 
My bine coats will come handy." 

m 

Then Schley went hunting Spanish ships 
Around that ocean-lodgin ' ; 
Said Uncle then, "I think you*U find 
Them occupied in dodgin'I" 

Yankee Doodle hunt than oot, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy; 
"Thfty'U bob np here and bob up there, 
At bobbin' they are handy." 

"We bottled np Cervera's fleet," 
Said Uncle Sam to Hobson, 
"We'll find a higher place for you; 
You're done a clever job, Son." 

Yankee Doodle sink the ship, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
"For shutting up the harbor mouth 
The Merrimac proved handy." 

Said Sam[»on to the Spanish Don, 
"Why don't you come and fight, Sirt" 
"Caramba," said that high Senor, 
"You've shut me up too tight. Sir." 
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Yankee Doodle fire away, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
"Well stop the guns and hold the fort, 
No more brave words we'll bandy," 

'When shot were the Yirginins' men, 
'Twas Santiago did it; 
Our boys have settled that old score 
Juat with the town that bid it. 

Yankee Doodle pay yonr debts, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
At C&uey and at San Jnau ridge, 
Bongb Bider lads were handy. 

IV 
"When Miles to Porto Bico went, 
He climbed right up and took it ; 
The natives cried, "Dear Uncle Sam, 
We're good, though we don't look it." 

Yankee Doodle — what a brood! 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
Said Uncle Sam, "These new possess 
Look just like lasses candy." 

Then he from Porto Bican hiUa 
Reviewed the sitnation; 
He frowned and puzzled on the job 
Of foreign occupation. 

Yankee Doodle thought a while, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
Said he, all pensive-like and bland. 
And stroked his chin so handy. 
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"I hear that sweets are not held good 
For Uncle Sam's digestion ; 
Ton 're wrong, my boya, yon 11 see me thrive 
Od &at Hawaiian question." 

Yankee Doodle hoist the flag, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
"Now don't forget, your Uncle Sam 
Is fond of sngar candy." 

"Now Dewey's finished op the job, 
Jnst what he ondertook to; 
I think 1 11 put him at the head, 
He's pretty safe to hook to." 

Yankee Doodle ke^ your grip, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
"We won't go back on Dewey's prize; 
My Dewey is a dandy." 

"Now Miles," said he, "Let's count 'em up; 
Here's Cuba'n Porto Bico; 
Hawaii in the other pond, 
Ladrones and Pfailippino." 

Yankee Doodle keep your head, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
"For steppii^ stones around the world, 
Those islands wiU come handy." 
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Unc* Rastiis to Rbrse Dewey 

My Dear Mors Dewey: We sntney U please 

Ter heah jo'a aridin' de hom'ard seas, 

But I laid off ter give yo ' a wud in yer year, 

Fer I's feared yo'a gwine ter hev trouble right here. 

Twas jea' ter say dis — when yo' comes f m de Souf, 
Wharev'r yo' goes, don't open yer monf, 
Fer talkin' too mnch'g ben de cuss an' de bane 
0' de heroes what comes Vm de coaq'rin' o' Spain. 

Dey tole secret t'ings Marse Kaiser denied, 

With strong ginerrations dat somebody lied; 

Dey writ de long letters chuck fall o' advice, 

'Bont poBsons in hammocks what et ap de ice ; 

'Bont de quarters an' rations — dat "roun '-robin" 



Den de dinners! Lordl de battles o' Spain 

Wan't a circumstance 't all when't come ter champagne; 

De fumes was wus dan de smell o' de powder, 

An' dat big twel'-ineh, he don' talk no louder; 

Dar's all kin' o' enemies hid in dat wine, 

Dey's thicker dan guns in de firin' line. 

So twar quoilin' an' fussin' in 'spisable ways, 

All aimin' ter git de bulk o' de praise 

Awt^ f 'm de tnrr, like dey's chickens dat fonn' 

Dar won 'n't be wurrum emuff ter go roun'. 

But spite o' it all we bed a gre't fight, 

Dis country, she's leadin' ter lef an' ter right; 

Hit don't mek no diffence on' Ian' er on sea, 

Dat's a sho' 'nuff fac' when yo' b 'longs ter de free; 

De blue er de gray, de black er de white, 

Dey's all kin-folks when Ole Qlory's in sight. 
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If I'a brash in persnmin' ter speak out so bole. 
It's 'case I'h preacher aa' toler'ble ole, 
Bat ve sees right smart* hin' de ^ent'meD's chairs, 
An' I jea 'lowed ter give yo' a hint ter bewares. 

Dey'Il mek percessiong ter t»te yo' roan' 

Wid jubilee flxin's in ebery town, 

Twel de row's ee lond es a big camp meetin'. 

An' yo's natchelly 'ble^ed ter ^t shet o' dat treatin*. 

I tek noticement how yo's refused bo far. 

But sometime de home-comin's de tug-o '-de-war. 

So don 't tek no 'f enae at de 'marks o ' a friend 

Wot's brassed on yer doin's t'm. b'ginnin' ter end ; 

Yo's leadin' de row, yo's top o' de pot, 

To'b de onliest Admurl we all's got, 

An' we wants yo' ter stay at de head o' de winners. 

Dat's hucoome we say: "Fight shy o' dem dinners." 

So dear Marse George, when yo' eomee f'm dfl Sonf, 

Wharev'r yo' goes, don't open yer monf, 

Fer talkin' too mnch's ben de cnsa an' de bane 

O' de heroes what cornea f'm de conq'rin' o' Spain. 
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The Lady Reconciled 

A lady and a tiger held 

The birthright of an ancient f ued ; 
Said he, "Pray let our wrath be quelled; 

Fair dame, I fear I've been too rude. 

"In future peace let us abide; 

In pledge, let's forth onr friends to greet; 
Behold my shining, fulvous hide ; 

You'll find my back a pleasant seat." 

When they came bach from that rash ride, 
The tiger wore hia blandest smile. 

Qnoth he, "The lady rides inside; 
Tis thus our foes we reconcile. ' ' 

If Science offer snbtle schema 
My faith, be not too soon beguiled; 

Strange friendships may be tempting dreams; 
Beware the lady reconciled. 
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An Old Bachelor 

O love is a jade of a wayward life; 

Sometimes she is gone at the whiff of a breath ; 
Again she snrvives the most savage strife ; 

Then often she scoffs in the face of deaA. 

Sometimes she will fight at the drop of the hat ; 

And then she will take your ca^ and blows 
As tame as a household tabby-cat. 

And likes to be led by a string in her nose. 

Sometimes at the tttm of hand, she is dead ; 

Again at yonr tears she will laughingly flout. 
She's enough to drive a man out of his head; 

As for me, I will not have the creature about. 
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A Spinster 

Why have yon come, love, ao near, 

Come but to pass me byT 
I sought yon not, but found you here ; 

Tnm hence your trifling eye. 

And in your vagrant waDdering, 

Pray take some other path ; 
Your talk — it is but maundering 

To rouae contempt and wrath. 

Forever on some changing quest, 
With manners quite too gay, 

Yon are a fickle-minded guest. 

What's thatt You've come to stayt 

I don't believe a word you say; 

You said the same another day ; 
I know your tricks : go way ; go way ; 

Whenever did you come to stayt 
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My Soul and I 

"Why don't I die and set you free I" 
Ton UQcy Soul, don't talk to me ; 
1 am not half bo old aa you 
Who saw the Pharoah beat the Jew. 

Ton he^ed to baild a pyramid ; 
Once in a Brahmin you were hid; 
I know because yon whispered me 
How sweet the Hindoo maids conld be. 

For Babylon you sometimes weep 
When I am tossing in my sleep ; 
It of Iran I make a verse, 
Ton Zoroaster's lines rehearse. 

Please dont foi^jet that Chinese queue. 
Though ■wotn. upon a throne 'tis tme ; 
And next, as one of Canton's girls, 
Yon made the tea for sampan churls. 

Yon were a Turkish red-fez man, 
Yon babble still of Hafed's khan; 
I stood within blind Nydia's door; 
Quoth you, "I've seen this house before." 

When the old Britons placed the rood, 
You with the ensigned Bomans stood; 
Though yon became her queen by right, 
I foTmd you worn and weary quite. 

Yon 've been worse off ; more civil speak. 
Since you are audi a varied freak. 
I have not kept you near so long 
As that black slave of Intermong. 
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TouVe tried the old world's worst and \ 
And thought it better to come west: 
Then ;oa were very glad to find 
My infant form just to your mind. 

The west has set the whole world-pace ; 
You're still in time to join the race: 
A new sensation yon wiU note, 
Yon soon will east a woman's vote. 
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A Grizzly in the Zoo 

A shame to yonr kin, you good-natured bear, 

Yon allow no regrets for your lost mountain lair. 

At play in the cage of your traveling zoo 

Wit^ the child who throws peanuts and apples at you ! 

The lion is wroth and the tiger is sly, 
But you cat, and twinkle your small black eye ; 
From the top of your pole you look down as if man 
Were a brother who does what a brother can. 

Do you never dream of Sierra's height 
Where your eomrades hunt on the trail all nightt 
Do you think such hide and muscles were meant 
To accept a pampered and slavish content t 

Besistance that fails is better by far 
Than submission that fondles its cage and its bar. 
Break some fetter that binds ; go tear up the earth. 
And show yourself worthy your savage birth. 

The tiger's snarl and the lion's roar. 
That pierce tmavailing their iron door. 
Less ignoble seem than the pitiful play 
Of the mighty paw that was meant to slay. 
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A Bilious Day 

One day I stalked, when Fate had balked 

And tilings were in a fix, 
With brows of gloom and thoughts of the tomb, 

Od the shores of the river Styx. 

"I'm dead," said I; "No more I'll try 

This hatefnl race to win; 
So Charon, dear, your boat bring here 

And kindly take me in. ' ' 

Contemptuously he said to me. 

With eyes askance the while, 
"A healtiiy ghost! Back to your post, 

A potion take for bile. ' ' 

The advice was good and it has stood 

The test of many a friend ; 
And BO for yon when yon are blue, 

The same I'll recommend. 
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Triolet 

How dared lie do it, 
To kiBB those girki 
Bat lie will rae it ; 
How dared he do it I 
Fate led him to it 
With Bmiles and curls ; 
How dared he do it, 
To kiss those girls ! 
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Rondeau 

Jack, don 't tease me every day, 
Oo talk to Grace or Nell or May ; 
Wbj, every time I tell you nay. 
It only m^es yon still more bold, 
Aa if yon never had been told. 

Dear heart t That little word I pray,— 
The word whidi never can grow old, 
Makes darkness bright and sorrow gay. 
For which a world is gladly sold, 

That little word, "I love.' 

That word is but an idle play, 

Or else another name for gold. 

The changes on that word you've rolled 

Till tired of being so cajoled ; 

I've only one thing left to say, — 

That little word, "I love," 
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Why? 

What makes you ask Dan Capid "Whyf" 
And wliat did yon get for a saney reply 
Bat another arrow straight in the eye f 
So never ask the little god "Whyt" 
For Lore never knows the reawm iriiy. 
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The Discarded Lover 

love is illusion and pasaion a snare; 

Of the promise they make you, beware, beware ; 

They'll put up a job to break your heart; 

If you would have peace, with them yon must part. 
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The Mesa of It 

The godfl made a sorry old mess of it — 
The remits we can't even gaeaa of it — 
When the caldron they mixed for the yotmg world's 

yoath; 
The joy and the sorrow they east indiscriminate, 
The false from the true they did not eliminate. 
Bat left man to add love as the test of the troth. 
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Progressive Love 

Who ssys that a second is not as goodt 
That a third should nerer be hadt 

Let him try a fourth in an Alpine hood ; 
And a fifth is not half bad. 

Then here's to the latest; there'll be no last, 
Till Death eries "Ho, you're mine;" 

Lore's eternal yonth has no future or past, 
And its present is fire dirine. 
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The Call of Science 

He Speaks: 

"My girl," qnoth he, "I feel each cell 
Of all my being towards yon swell ; 
These cells, yon know, make op the tiagae 
That vibrates with each latest iasne. 

"That vital energy which fills 

Thwe cells, gives strange and wondrous thrills; 

This energy is said to be 

The substance of the graces three. 

"This enei^n^ — life universal 
Condensed Crom nothing — has rehearsal 
In concrete lives, by heat electric, 
In waves invisible bat hectic. 

"That yoor vibrations harmonize 
With mine, I read in violet eyes; 
Color and light are nature's rhythm; 
Sphere-mosic old is scarcely wiUi 'em. 

"To think, your atoms charged have whirled 
Throngh apace nntil the insensate world. 
Condensed, saeh treasure coold receive) 
O JSona lost we can't retrieve 1 

"And on^ now I find yon here; 
So young, so old, so ever dear; 
But still I always felt yon coming, 
Throngh galaxies of stars a-humming." 
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She Speaks: 

"Yes, dear, I've had my share of trouble, 
Working through world-dust full of rubble; 
'Gainst Mars and many moons a-bnmping; 
At last upon this globe down-plumping. 

"Through all I felt your vital force 
That drew me to its nearing source; 
I knew this involuting notion, 
Condmsed by vibratory motion, 

"Concentrates in the heart's fine cells 
Till they become emotion's wells. 
Then evolation's working power 
Develops lives of perfect flower. 

"Our lives concentric thus shall fill 
Thought-pulses of the rhythmic will." 
He caught her in his arms' vibrations. 
All wrapped in tangled concentrations, 

Like wires in spiral circles bound; 
Then, lines of least resistance found, 
In scarlet lips evolved the blisses 
Of true magno-electric kisses. 

Rejoice, Dan Cupid! you're not in it, 
For science changes every minute; 
Nature unwound her spiral force; 
Currents reversed for their divorce. 
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Psychology Five 

Adapted from the French of Baunu 

"Teart, idls tears, I know not wAaf they mean, 
Teari from the deptJu of tome divine detpdr." 

Alfred Tennypyn. 

No more of despair yoD poets ; 

We are farther tban that today. 
Yonr tears do bat flnih the nerre-centers 

And wash the debris sway. 

When yonVe hnrt in the heart as you call it, 

The Teeaela engorge with blood, 
And the nerves make a poison deposit 

Which is carried away by the flood 

Of tears, which lovers and poets 
Have wrought into idyls of song; 

But these tears as peripheral action 
To F^chology Five belong. 

And yonr tears no longer are "idle"; 

Th^'re a part of economy's wealtii; 
"This stock-theme of lyrics," says science, 

"On^ means sanitation and health." 
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To College Cirla 

The college girls of a former day 
Were earnest, sweet, demure and prim; 
Calisthenics mild was their wildest fray, 
While to mission strands they sang their way 
With many a gospel hymn. 

They wore no golf-skirts trimmed in red, 
Nor did they twang the archer's bow ; 
Bntler and logic were daily bread, 
And their manners left na nan^t to dread ; 
Those girls of long ago. 

But the modem girl I Alas for the hour 
Which rigged her out in togs of state ; 
Which gave her gladiatorial power, 
With equal suffrage as her dower; 
This maid that's up to date ! 

The rostrum waits on her rosy lip 
And the baton knows her practised band ; 
While her arguments for man's comradeship 
Make many a rash opponent trip ; 

This girl tiiat holds the land I 

She's taller than her brothers are, 
And swings along with a noble gait; 
She beats them over tlie vaulting bar; 
In running and swimming, she leaves them afar ; 
This last "Try-out" of fate. 



.dbyGoogle 



[222] 



Bat tiie blood ttirobs warm in the lifted ehest. 
Whatever her trend to the passing show ; 
And as long as her gowns are the tailor *s beet. 
We know that a feminine heart's in the breast 
As siiTel7 as long ago. 

But the world shall be glad for the new as the old, 
And hearth-stones as bright as they were of yore ; 
For love flntters alike 'neath the kerchief's fold 
Or the sweater that's lettered in blue or gold ; 
So a toast to the girls both new and old. 
Of today and the years before ! 
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A Pre- Adamite on Evolution 

An aged king of gorillas aat 
By the side of his wrinkled spouse ; 

Beneath a drooping banana tree 
Tbey renewed his birthday tows. 

Qnoth he, while a bunch of the fruit he plucked 

To lay at her royal feet; 
"To burden this day with forebodings of state, 

I know that it is not meet ; 

"But my heart is sore for the future youth, 

For onr tribe and the very race. 
A nation's weakness approaches fast 

In tjie changes of form and face. 

"Of seven full generations now 

Patriarchal chief am I. 
Not a son has the strength his father had ; 

They carry their heads too high, 

"There goes our eomdn Chimpanzee, the knave; 

Ignominious shelter he makes. 
To bide himself from the foe and the storm, 

With a shelter of brushes and brakes. 

"O deg^erate sons of the future gorilla, 
Can you hurl great rocks at the foe ; 

Can you lash them with trees f Can you frighten 
the beasts 
With a voiee they have learned to knowT" 
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And lifl beat his great bresBt with concnasion 
profoimd. 
At his people 'b evolving disgrace ; 
But his queen held her peace till his vrath should 
abate; 
This dame knew her propw place. 

"Does m7 lord forget," she ventured at last, 

"When he came a-oomting of me, 
That I waa more fair than my mother had been, — 

He deemed it most good to see t 

"And the fathers find nothing more wortl^ today 

In the stories of ancient wives, 
Than the deed of a modem gorilla maid 

Whose tact saved a hundred lives. 

"Has your highness a stride less majestic and firm 
Than his sires who went on all four 1 

And we lack not the berries and betel nuts 
Though we swing in the tree topa no more. 

"And recall how our foes have been vanquished 
By the traps onr children designed; 

Perhaps Nature may readi oompensation at last 
In a race of a subtler mind." 

But he shook his grey head in a muttering storm : 

"Such degeneration will bring 
The noble race of Gorillas ere long 

To a pale-faced naked thing. 
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"A creature so weak and enfeebled hell be 

That in two generations he's old; 
His ahort arms may drop off altog^er, I fear, 

Like the tails of trliioh we are told. 

"A weakliDg, ahort-arnied and bald-beaded 
foraootiil 
Afraid of the oold and the heat I 
When the mermaids at twilight are snging their 
psalms. 
Hell do for the ahore'a front seat. 

"Hal The females of that generation!" be roared 

Again, as if struek with new woes: 
"Will they stalk tbroagh the forest, unblushing 
and boldt 

Who'll many such erestures as those!" 

"Ferhai»," said his listening target again, 

"Those fair OorilUtas might twine 
For their shivering bodies some cover of grace 

With the leaves of the clinging vine. 

"And then there's the plantain, and fig leaf so 
broad, 

And the frond-bordered fem and the brake." 
Thus ear^ did instincts Parisian appear 

The mascnline soom to awake. 

"A female in plantains and fig leaves beswaddled, 
And tied round with twisted sticks!" 

Sneered her lord. "Have yon, my dear Madam, 
I pray, 
Been trying such ladylike triekst" 
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ThnB ibe thought had dawned, and the earth rejoiced, 
That the ox and his brother wen aot alone, 
And only that man had a woe to be Twoed 
"Who did not posMsa a hoe of hn own. 



So hoe-men we are, botb great and small, 
If we rule or serve or boy or sell. 
And the world demands bot this tiling of m all, 
Whenerer we hoe be sore to hoe well. 

L'Bnvoi 
Then, comrades, yonr hoca I to your hoca and to work 1 
For the fields are broad and Inief are the years ; 
And Nature has made no place for a shii^. 
Nor ripens life's harvest with penitent tears. 
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